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Feedback 


COOL BREESE 

My criticism of HUSTLER directly relates to 
its tastelessness; i.e., Most Tasteless Cartoon, 
frequent references to genital slaughter and the 
like. Your public service ads against smoking are 
without a doubt the most disgusting pictures I 
have ever seen, and what's worse you show a 
photo of a nude lovely smoking a cigarette in the 
same issue as the disgusting ad, 

I bought your October issue because of the 
Baby Breese feature, which I found to be among 
the best photo features ever (fantastic bung 
shots), but as usual the rest of the magazine let 
me down. 

Peter Aspen 
Stow, Massachusetts 


Your article about Lindsay Freeman (“Baby 
Breese," October 1976) was very good. But I 
don't see what was so important about the pink, 
as you say, A classy-looking girl such as this has 
enough charm and innocence just the way she is. 
Any pose of hers would melt the heart of anyone. 
And what do you mean she’s a gaping asshole? 
You have the balls indeed. 

D. Simmons 
Coupeville, Washington 


First, thanks foryour.magazine. Sure, it grosses 
me out sometimes, but it’s refreshing in our staid, 
ultrauptight society. 

Second, I loved your coverage of Baby Breese 
(aka Lindsay Freeman). However, a couple of 
shots you took I didn’t understand, I got the 
impression that showing her asshole was a put- 
down, but hell, it was beautiful, I wish all your 
pictorials offered that. 

Regarding your slam against Penthouse for 
portraying Baby Breese as a 12 year old in their 
January 1976 issue: It's not mentioned in the 
copy I have. 

Paul S. Britt 
Bellevue, Nebraska 

Penthouse implied that Breese was 12 years old 
by portraying her in a shirt with the number 12 on 
it (reproduced on our October cover). Word 
'spread that she was really 12, and Penthouse, in 
iffect, lied by omission in not giving her true age 
(20). When you consider the trouble she gave 
us and our photographer In getting photos of 
HUSTLER-style pink, the concept of asshole in 
connection with Breese goes beyond the gaping 
cavity near her shopworn cunt. 

GETTING THEIR COOKIES 

To my mind, HUSTLER is by far the best mag¬ 
azine on the market. I like your frank, candid, 
no-bullshit articles. You get right down to the real 
nitty-gritty. 

When I bought your October 1976 issue. I 
thumbed through it at the store, and “Cookie" 
almost made me cream my jeans right then and 
there. Let's have more spreads like the one you 



did on “Cookie." That was fantastic photography! 

Some of your cartoons and pictures are 
downright grotesque, but I love ’em. It's about 
tfme someone came out with a virtually un¬ 
scrupulous magazine, 

Larry Henley 
Carson, California 


While I usually write only two letters a year, I felt 
compelled to write you about “Cookie" in the 
October 1976 issue. I must say that including her 
in HUSTLER was a masterstroke. On a rating of 
1-10(10 equals Miss America), she rates a 12. Or 
to put it another way, “She's enough to make a 
queer nornrial." 

Bill Malle 
Chicago, Illinois 

MACHETES VS. LIONS? 

I am writing to you concerning your il¬ 
lustrations. The one on page 84 of the October 
1976 issue illustrating “Getting It Up for the 
Game" is the one that did it to me. The drawing in 
the upper left-hand corner (machete fighting) is 
completely revolting. 

I have fun looking at your open beaver shots, 
and the photos of Baby Breese are something 
else, but please leave the disgusting illustrations 
out of your otherwise excellent publication. 

I love it whenever you print something against 
religious people. I have been a victim of them in 
more ways than one. If you must use that kind of 
artwork, why not show religious fanatics being 
thrown to the lions, like in the good old days of 
Rome? 

David Meadows 
Healdton, Oklahoma 

PERMISSIVE ASSHOLE 

I write as a reader of HUSTLER from the area 
where your “Asshole of the Month" for October 
1976, Judge Louis Glaser, operates. 

Glaser's latest caper is to assign local police to 
visit neighborhood magazine stands each month 
to inspect sexy publications. As a result, about 
the only publications the vendors feel free to 
display are Reader’s Digest and Today's Health. 

The inspection gig is one the police are not 
happy to shoulder, feeling that there are more 
pressing duties calling for attention. Local crime 
is soaring, due in no small part to Glaser’s alleged 
permissive attitude toward young thugs and 
hoods. 

Name and Address 
Withheld by Request 

FREEDOM TO FUCK 

In your October 1976 Statement, you talk 
about the right to oral and anal sex, and you use 
the word freedom. Rights and freedom are more 
than words. They are statements to believe in. 

But in the back of your magazine {Mail-Order 
Mania) you advertise crap (Spanish fly. Passion 
Plus and Knockout Pills) that takes away the 
rights and freedom of people to choose their 
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Statement 


HAVE IT YOUR WAY 


One year ago this month, I spoke 
directly to you readers from the cover 
of HUSTLER and informed you of my 
determination to publish erotica with¬ 
out the censorship of advertisers. The 
loss of advertising revenue made 
readers' reaction to the price increase 
a critical element in our survival, Your 
great support assured HUSTLER’S 
continued success and has enabled 
it to prosper unlike any other magazine 
in publishing history. Our paid circula¬ 
tion has more than doubled—from 
last December's 1.2 million to today’s 
nearly 2.5 million. Over the past year, 
profits have enabled me to dramatically 
improve the magazine’s quality by 
expanding our staff to include some of 
the brightest young talent in the 
publishing world and to launch a 
second exciting men’s publication, 
CHIC (which is also coming on strong). 
Because of this fantastic acceptance 
by the adult reading public, HUSTLER 
is cited in news magazines as a ba¬ 
rometer of social change in the same 
way Playboy and Esquire used to be. 

In short, HUSTLER has arrived. 
However, we haven’t gotten fat and 
happy and complacent with our 
success. We have dropped the bottom 
out of the magazine world, but we will 
not be satisfied until we’re on top. 

We may be better off financially than 
we were a year ago, but I’m the same 


hardworking guy who appreciates the 
value of the money you spend on my 
magazine and who will give you your 
money’s worth—without the gutless 
conservatism I despise and won’t 
permit in my product. Like me, my staff 
is fed up with hearing, “But, you can’t 
do that,” so we delight in shattering 
taboos. We’re eating regularly now, but 
we’re still hungry—snarling and eager 
to rip away the repressive curtain of 
bluenosed morality and hypocrisy in 
America. We intend to continue to bring 
you the high level of erotic entertain¬ 
ment, in-depth reporting and irreverent 
humor that you’ve demanded during 
the last year. 

To do that, we need your continued 
support. Our future direction will be set 
only by your tastes and interests—not 
by the reins of advertisers. We promise 
to blaze new trails in the future as we 
have in the past. If you want to see it in a 
men’s magazine, you’ll see it here first. 
We won't spare the money or the man¬ 
hours to bring you the best of whatever 
gets you off, 

HUSTLER will continue to be the 
boldest, most irreverent, independent 
magazine in the world, featuring the 
most beautiful, sensuous women in the 
world. We will continue to piss off the 
censors, put down the stuffed shirts 
and turn on our readers. That’s what 
you want, and because of your support 




that’s what you are going to get. 

If that means we occasionally lock 
horns with the law, so be it. We’ve 
already done that in Cincinnati and 
Cleveland, and it hasn’t caused us to 
tone down HUSTLER a bit. 1 will edit this 
magazine from a prison cell if neces¬ 
sary, but the erotic impact of HUSTLER 
will not be compromised, it will be 
strengthened. 

Happy holidays! 
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ShoMf&Tell 



ITS A GIFT 


Christmas is a time for giving, but 
sometimes the gift you give your lover 
is one shedoesn’t want—venereal dis¬ 
ease. VD, by HUSTLER Articles Editor 
MARK BAKER— a former editor of 
Francis Ford Coppola’s City maga¬ 
zine—dispels the myths surrounding 
this pubic plague. 

MICHAEL TOOHEY inadvertently 
avoided VD during his adolescent 
years through nasal sex—sniffing 
panties, to be exact. The details of this 
and other ways of enjoying wom¬ 
en’s unmentionables are revealed in 
LINGERIE LOVE, December s SEX 
PLAY. Michael recently joined the staff 
as pervert-in-residence. 

Another welcome addition to HUSTLER’S Round Table of Twisted Minds is 
cartoonist JOE KOHL, whose off-the-wall humor complements the fine work of 
HUSTLER Humor and Cartoon Editor (and creator of CHESTER THE MO¬ 
LESTER) DWAINE B. TINSLEY. Dwaine’s fertile imagination conceived 
HUSTLER’S SLEAZY SHOPPING GUIDE, an idea carried to its extreme by 
artist-writer STEVE SAYADIAN, the satirist who blew all your minds with our 
latest antismoking ad. This takeoff on those Playboy-slyle gift spreads is our way 
of telling Playboy to stick its promotional concepts in its rabbit ears. 

Sticking it in an ear seems to be about the only perversion untried by 
CHARLES BUKOWSKI, author of numerous underground novels, short stories 
and poems, as well as HUSTLER’S grisly November fiction piece. The Fiend. 
Bukowski returns to further expose his tastes for liquor, little girls and shoe fucking 
in this month s INTERVIEW: DIALOG WITH A DIRTY OLD MAN, conducted 
by HUSTLER Managing Editor BRUCE DAVID. 

Gambling is one of Bukowski’s greatest pleasures, but he’s too perceptive to 
fall for the shell game known as Las Vegas. LAS VEGAS IS FOR LOSERS, by 
JIM MICHAELS, exposes how casinos keep out gamblers who have effective 
“systems" for beating the house. Getting fucked by trying to beat the odds is also 
the theme of IN THE DEAD OF WINTER, December’s fiction by J. R. RIVERS. 
The illustration for this tale is by MICHAEL KANAREK, a versatile artist whose 
work has illustrated the New York Times, Screw and HUSTLER’S October parody, 
Getting It Up for the Game. 

Finally, to keep warm on these cold winter nights, curl up with the lovely ladies 
who complete the gifted HUSTLER Christmas package. We think your Yule log 
will be smokin’ after you’ve lit into it. 
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sexual partner, or to have sex at all. Were your 
words honestly from your heart, or are there 
times when you can turn your head if it comes io 
making money? 

Aaron Golstein 
Miami, Florida 

HUSTLER is devoted to promoting personal 
freedoms of all sort—especially concerning 
privacy and sex between consenting adults. I 
believe that the products you mention are being 
used by intelligent, consenting men and women 
to heighten their enjoyment of sex. or I wouldn’t 
run the ads. 

—Larry Fiynt 

MIDGETS IN A GARBAGE CAN? 

if dead babies in garbage cans isyour notion of 
humor .. my, my! Yes, HUSTLER (October 1976 
issue), you have proven to the rest of the world 
that your magazine is the weakest, most grossly 
oriented one in all of space and time. Enough. 
Give up. You made your point. Now hustle your 
proverbial ass out of this world. 

C. W. 

Malden. Massachusetts 

HUSTLER IS a satirical magazine. Irreverence is 
part of our editorial philosophy. Unfortunately, 
satire and /rreverence sometimes deal with the 
horrible aspects of life. 

IN BLACK AND WHITE 

I would like to express my opinion of the 
September 1976 issue of HUSTLER. 

As a black woman, I am absolutely appalled at 
the cartoon on page 54. Throughout HUSTLER 
magazine you have choice Caucasian girls. 
There is nothing black in your magazine but that 
cartoon, I can see that HUSTLER’S opinion of a 
black is low and gross! I personally resent this. 

I have subscribed to HUSTLER for two years, 
but I am withdrawing my subscription and will tell 
all my friends to withdraw and go to another 
magazine that does not exploit black women. It is 
absolutely ridiculous how magazines such as 
yours exploit and stereotype black women. 

I think HUSTLER owes black women an 
apology. I will buy one more issue to read the 
apology. After that, you can hang it up' 

This letter is coming from a black woman who 
is proud to be one and is tired of magazines 
putting black women down! 

Ms, Anne Holland 
Inglewood, California 

In your September 1976 issue of HUSTLER on 
page 54 is a cartoon by DwaineTinsley (Cartoon 
& Humor Editor) that prompted me to write this 
letter This is the only cartoon character or 
picture of a black in HUSTLER, and it represents 
a black woman in a negative manner 

Surely you can find funnier and more tasteful 
cartoons than ones portraying black women with 
venereal disease. 

Elizabeth Ellzey 
Park Forest South, Illinois 

Dwaine Tinsley tells us it was never his intention 
to portray the girl in the cartoon as black. He 


credits the Afro to modern hairstyles and said the 
green objects were not VD sores but Tinsley 
monsters. You’ll see a black chick (Raquel) in 
January who’ll make you proud. And the next bit 
of racial humor you see in HUSTLER will curl your 
hair 

DAWN OF DESIRE 

You really hit the jackpot when you found 
‘'Dawn, How Green Is My Valley?” in the 
September 1976 issue. I would have called it. 
''Dawn, How Lush Is My Valley, How Plush Are 
My Mounds ” 

I have never seen a more beautiful, gorgeous 
creature, and she is edible from the top of her 
head to the tips of her toes. She has the most 
beautiful pair of tits with adorable nipples. They 
were made to be sucked. On page 49. that lush 
valley below with the clit at attention appears 
ready for action I would love to eat the whole 
thing. This girl is built like a brick shithouse. 

Name Withheld by Request 
Baltimore, Maryland 


I jusi finished reading your September 1976 
issue, and I loved it! Each story was done .with 
perfection. Your jokes and cartoons were funnier 
than anything ever published in Playboy or 
Penthouse. 

The girls in your September issue gave me 
bulges all over. Valerie, Liz and Dawn all gave me 
great pleasure. But Polly got me hard, weak- 
kneed and made me sweat all over I have 
dreams about drilling that hairy cunt and milking 


those round breasts. I hope that you will put Polly 
on a poster. I am sure that I will buy the entire 
stock. 

HUSTLER, keep up the good work, and turn out 
more issues like September and more models 
like Polly, 

T B. 

Trumbull, Connecticut 


I read your mag every month. The women are 
very mouth-watering. They all look edible. I 
would like to know if any makeup or special 
things are done to make the cunts look so good. 

Larry J. Gouthia 
Beaumont, Texas 

Passion is the only special treatment that can 
make a cunt look as good as the ones you see in 
HUSTLER, and our models come already packed 
with hot sensuality. 

LIKING BREEDS ASSHOLE 

The perpetrators of crimes against human 
freedom and dignity are legion and deserve 
public exposure. Yet, from this horde of can¬ 
didates for condemnation, why is it necessary 
for Larry Fiynt to continue to denigrate and 
defame—of all people—his fellow magazine 
publishers, as in the case of Sue Richards (Bree 
Anthony), ''Asshole of the Month,” (September 
1976)? Al Goldstein of Screw and Hugh Hefner 
of Playboy have also come under fire from 
HUSTLER magazine, apparently for having had 
the temerity to "insult” Larry Fiynt by offering rival 
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publications and points of view to the public. 

Name Withheld by Request 
Alexandria, Louisiana 

/ am not insulte.d that rivals exist, but that they are 
pawning off half-assed crap on readers. I've 
done more than complain about inadequate 
rivals. I've started my own rival to HUSTLER 
(CHIC) so that HUSTLER will have the competi¬ 
tion it deserves. 

—Larry Flynt 

LARRY AND LIZ AFOOT 

HUSTLER is still the best. I hope CHIC is as 
good. 

In looks and in guts, Larry Flynt is the spitting 
image of my father. Are you sure he did not send 
you your September 1976 editorial on "Political 
Sex Scandals." He said the same thing word for 
word after the "rip-off." 

So keep in there punching, Larry. 

Michael O’Brien 
Clarksburg, New Jersey 


Thanks a lot for your Penthouse and Playboy 
garbage. The "Exclusive Liz Ray Nudes" are for 
sex-starved monks out of a long-forgotten 
monastery. 

Blackman has no business taking photo¬ 
graphs of Elizabeth Ray. He'd be better off taking 
photos of Annette Funicello for a Mickey Mouse 
Club review (but only of her knees). Blackman 


just plain doesn't know how to aim a camera. 

Come on! This has no place in a great 
magazine like HUSTLER. We are the hard- 
hat, beer-bellied, dirty-fingernail, backbone-of- 
America milihunks. We buy HUSTLER for cunt, 
so we deserve the best of cunt, and that's what 
we want. Not well-used, politically worn-out, 
pubic puff. 

Fennie and P. J. 

White Oak, Pennsylvania 

We weren't overly impressed with the quality of 
the photos, but we considered the spread a news 
story and not our regular turn-on feature spread. 


Liz Ray has FLAT FEET (look sharply in your 
September 1976 issue). And they’re goddam 
BIG, too, 

Are you quite sure you people over there at 
HUSTLER aren't with the CIA? I mean, that was 
supposed to be a congressional secret. Now 
everybody knows! 

A Daniel Schorr to you, and a biscuit in your 
beer. You do good work. 

Robert W. Drew 
Green Valley, Arizona 

GRECIAN FORMULA RESPONSE 

When Harry Markham’s balls descend from 
the vacuum between his ears, have him stop by 
Select's office and recheck. 1 have done a 
complete body search and cannot find the gray 
hair anywhere that he describes in his article on 



‘I’ve been good, but Jimmy’s been jerking off.” 


Select in your September 1976 issue ("The 
Swingers’ Magazines. Mail-Order Sex"). 

Were his pants too tight the day of the 
interview, or is he just unable to handle women? 

Pat Ward 
Manager, Select Magazine 
Camden, New Jersey 

Markham responds, “My impressions of the 
Managing Editor of Select were that she was as 
dull and gray and lifeless as the magazine she 
works for. She was a drab, uncooperative wom¬ 
an, whose personality was gray if not her hair.” 

NURSING A GRUDGE 

I saw your September 1976 issue Whjfe at a 
friend’s house. When I sawyour "IntensiveCare" 
article (September 1976) I was sickened—as I 
was with your whole magazine. As a professional 
nurse, I object strongly to my profession being so 
exploited. You must remember that a//nurses are 
professional people, not like the tramps that have 
no pride posing for your filthy magazine. 

I shall hope that you will print this and also print 
an apology to all the nurses of our country. 

Mary Seidel, LGPN 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 


I am writing in reference to your photo spread 
"Intensive Care" in your September 1976 issue. 
As a fourth-year nursing student, I could not help 
but take offense with your obviously distorted 
conception of nursing. Nursing involves caring 
for the physical, emotional and social needs of 
the patient and not the sexual needs. 

I am sure I am not just speaking for myself by 
saying that "Intensive Care" was crude, un¬ 
sophisticated and in incredibly poor taste. 

Lynn Merklinger 
Jamaica, New York 

What is more physical, emotional or social than 
sex and the need for fulfillment? It relieves stiff 
muscles and aching joints and is no more 
tasteless than waking someone in the middle of 
the night to give them a sleeping pifl.^ 
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lo t*ogdate A Toialnq cop«s printed 2.500.000.6 Pad ciFculalitUr [U 
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Advise & Consent 


basket hangs from the ceiling with the girl inside, 
then is lowered onto the man and spun. Sounds 
like it would be a lot of fun! 

J. S. 

Tampa, Florida 

What you are referring to is called the Chinese 
basket trick. The basket has a false bottom of 
rubber with two round holes for the girl's legs and 
a smaller one for her cunt. The basket is first 
suspended from the ceiling by a pulley arrange¬ 
ment, with two dangling ropes that control the 
movement of the basket. The man lies on his 
back on a massage table, or any table that is 
sufficiently narrow to allow the woman’s legs to 
rest comfortably on either side. The man works 
the ropes that control the basket, raising and 
lowering it and plucking the ropes that vibrate the 
basket. To spin the basket, the man loops the 
control ropes around pegs located behind his 
head. This holds the basket stationary. After the 
woman squats in the basket, the man turns the 
basket with his hands in one direction and then 
lets it go. Be sure your woman is well lubricated. 
Ideally, the woman should be sufficiently small 
and light so she can fit comfortably in the basket 
and no great effort is required to lift her. The main 
attraction of the basket is novelty, and getting it 
together is initially confusing, but once you've got 
it down pat you'll know that only the sky is the 
limit. We don’t know of anyone who manufac¬ 
tures these specialty baskets, but you could 
probably buy a similarly shaped basket and then 
alter it. But proceed with cau//on. 


After being happily married for 30 years, I had 
an accident that separated some of the nerves in 
my upper spinal column. Together with the loss of 
other functions, I also lost the ability to develop an 
erection. In other words, there is no communi¬ 
cation between my upper cortical centers and 
my cock, nor is my cock responsive to touch. 
However, my basic plumbing is still all right since 
1 do occasionally get an erection upon awaken¬ 
ing with a distended bladder. My wife has been 
patient and understanding, but the strain on our 
marriage continues to mount. 1 am afraid of what 
is going to happen if I don't find help. 

On reading Dr. David Reuben's book, Every¬ 
thing You Always Wanted to Know About Sex, I 
think I may have found the answer. He states: 
“Through the wonders of electronics and 
Japanese engineering it is now possible for 
virtually any man to engage in sexual intercourse 
regardless of impotence.... There is a small 
black box about the size of a transistor radio with 
two wires, each attached to an electrode. One 
electrode is fastened to the base of the penis; the 
other [specially designed] is inserted into the 
rectum. When the current is turned on, high- 
frequency impulses surge through the nerves 
controlling the sexual reflexes, producing an 
immediate, powerful erection.” 

At some cost, and with the aid of the phone 
company, I ran down Reuben’s address. I have 
(continued on page 120) 


AN2> ^2.6 To J. HCPAT/NS- Mr N. U. 


Advise & Consent Is a reader-oriented 
column designed to provide answers 
regarding sexual questions^ fetishes, 
hang-ups or problems of a personal 
nature. If you have something on your 
mind, write to us. Direct all letters to: 
HUSTLER Magazine, Advise & Consent 
Editor, 40 West Gay Street, Columbus, 
Ohio 43215. 

Edited by Pat Ryan 

A few months back, my boyfriend and I de¬ 
cided it would be fun to see how long we could 
screw without disengaging from each other. We 
worked out the plans for weeks. We figured out 
the positions of water, cigarettes, candy bars, raw 
oysters, music. Vaseline, a second clock (for 
timing the strokes) and the various positions we 
were to take at certain times. We also discussed 
topics of conversation that would be allowed. 
Finally the big night came. He arrived prepared 
with his basketball knee pads and high socks. I 
wore a smelly sweat shirt, hair rollers and put on a 
facial mud pack. And we both ate raw garlic. 

He came twice, as quickly as possible, then the 
marathon began. Each stroke was 30 seconds in 


duration. The first hour and a half went great. The 
water, candy, etc., helped considerably. Begin¬ 
ning the second hour, we sensed a feeling of not 
being able to go much longer, so we decided we 
should try and humiliate each other to the point of 
hatred, thinking this would take our minds off the 
task at hand. 

This method worked great—except for one 
thing. We got into a violent argument, and he left 
in a rage. I haven't heard from him since. I really 
believe it is over between us. My only consolation 
is that we lasted four hours and 27 minutes. 1 
certainly hope this is a record because it will be 
the only thing I have to remember him by. Please 
advise. 

L. D, 

New York, New York 

Simons' Book of World Sexual Records illus¬ 
trated has nothing listed in this category, so you 
probably hold the title. After the raw garlic, it's no 
wonder he left when you opened your mouth. 


1 was wondering if you could provide me with 
some information on the baskets the Japanese 
use for their lovemaking. I understand that the 
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ASSHOLE OF THE MOHTH 


Maj. Gen. C. W. Hospelhorn, 
the brass asshole who com¬ 
mands the Army-Air Force 
Exchange Service (AAFES), 
has earned a month-long ride 
in the FiUSTLER poop chutefor 
his snot-eating role in banking 
HUSTLER from all of the army 
and air force base exchanges. 

His job is to see that—along 


with razor blades and institu¬ 
tional toilet paper—the GIs’ fa¬ 
vorite magazines are conve¬ 
niently available to them. 

And Hospelhorn’s ass-kiss¬ 
ing civil service pansies omit¬ 
ted HUSTLER from a new list 
of magazines that are permit¬ 
ted for sale on base exchange 
newsstands, no doubt in fear of 


CHIC 

CHIC is a truly beautiful maga¬ 
zine to look at, with some of the 
most exciting cunt that has 
ever opened up for the camera. 
And the magazine’s erotic 
trademark is extreme close- 
ups of cunt that make you think 
you could sink your teeth into 
the page and pull away spitting 
pubic hair. This surprised us 
since we’re sure we are better 
pussy eaters than CHIC’s staff. 

But then CHIC has culture. 
The first issue covers a lot of 
cultural ground, from Jamaican 
reggae superstar Bob Marley 
to the predicted economic 
depression of ’79, from the 
monstrous Teamsters Union to 
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a snort of the new mind drug 
called “Green.” CHIC is the 
arbiter of style for the ’70s. 

That’s the problem—the 70s 
ain’t got no style: It’s the 
Decade of the Sheep. In times 
like this, you have to be a long- 
tongued, green-eyed, foaming- 
at-the-mouth wolf. Eat those 
sheep, rip their guts out and 
aggressively create culture. As 
we said, we suspect that the 
boys at CHIC aren’t much for 
lapping at raw meat. 

Here at HUSTLER—being 
the straightforward, horny 
bunch of deviants that we 
are—we think they should stick 
in their pricks and scream, 
“Suck, bitch!” And they should 
quit using the word pshaw. 



Hospelhorn’s poorly hidden 
low opinion of HUSTLER— 
transmitted through his gutless 
put-downs of the magazine 
and the fact that HUSTLER 
was apparently jerked from the 
stands before the list was com¬ 
pleted. The two-star brown eye 
was then quick to approve the 
list, despite protests from sol¬ 
diers and our requests to re¬ 
consider the smelly decision. 

Hospelhorn’s sphincter-tight 
mind might have been blown 
by HUSTLER’S high-voltage 
eroticism. Probably, the only 
naked bodies he gets off on are 
the kind with their guts sprayed 
on the walls, so he expects all 
soldiers to share his perverted 
sense of erotic entertainment. 
We wouldn’t be surprised if 
this puckered desk commando 
prefers to hump an olive-drab 
green sock while reviewing 
photos of the Mylai massacre. 
The logical extension of Hos¬ 
pelhorn’s sexual frustration is 
that now this creep is dictating 
what type of reading material 
servicemen with balls can buy. 

This asshole’s blatant cen¬ 
sorship of HUSTLER is typical 


of mindless power junkies who 
can’t accept our nose-thumb¬ 
ing irreverence and dissent. 
We don’t doubt that this pen¬ 
cil-pushing office hero would 
expect standing salutes from 
paraplegic vets. Set up in a 
position of authority, he de¬ 
cides what is morally and po¬ 
litically OK for others to see, 
and he uses bureaucratic ex¬ 
cuses to cover his stinking ass. 

Hospelhorn’s arbitrary ex¬ 
clusion of HUSTLER from base 
exchanges debunks the re¬ 
cruiter’s bullshit about per¬ 
sonal freedom in the all-new 
volunteer military. An asshole 
like Hospelhorn belongs in the 
latrine, where he can pull his 
pud instead of his rank—and 
then police up the jizz with his 
tongue, rather than policing the 
reading matter of the real men 
he is supposed to be serving. 

Any reader and serviceman 
wishing to complain to C. W. 
Hospelhorn’s superior about 
getting HUSTLER reinstated in 
BXs, contact: Lt. Gen. C. E. 
Buckingham, Comptroller, AF 
Headquarters, USAF, c/o Pen¬ 
tagon, Washington, DC 20330. 



























NUTS 

ABOUT SATIRE 

When we asked International 
Insanity publisher Phil Hirsch if 
any of his staff had ever been in 
the booby hatch, he told us, “To 
date, no one here has been 
committed, but then I haven't 
checked since two o'clock.” 

After reading through this 
new satire magazine, we had 
genuine cause to wonder 
about the mental health of its 
staff. Take for example an 
article about Patty Hearst 
Bubble Gum Cards^tribute to 



the Tomb of the Unknown 
Hooker and “ads” like this one 
for Loafers Nature Shoe (at 


right). We thought Hirsch had 
discovered a way to get some 
work out of the people he 
keeps chained up and drool¬ 
ing in his attic. Either that or he 
threatened to feed his staff at 
McDougal’s Hamburgers, the 
subject of another LI. barb. 

International Insanity, 540 
Madison Avenue, New York, 
N.Y., 10022, ($1) attacks all 
facets of the hypocritical so¬ 
ciety we live in, without the 
pomposity of National Lam¬ 
poon or the tameness of Mad. It 
also provides employment for 



the comically insane, whose 
only taboos are the ones they 
poke fun at. 



THROWING A LITTLE LIGHT ON THE SUBJECT 


She took its massive head be¬ 
tween her hands. She bent to 
kiss its tip. After giving it more 
attention, she managed to put it 
between her legs. She rode it 
until its length was complete. 


its head became flushed, and 
it experienced the inevitable 
climax that left it limp. 

It all started when photo 
artist Steve Baldwin became 
intrigued with the shape of a 


globe from a lamp that once 
hung in a store. He constructed 
a satin-covered apparatus to 
make the object appear to 
grow and then had his model 
entice the phallic symbol into a 


sexual act. Although the tamp 
cock got a little bent out of 
shape, this lissome model 
seems completely satisfied— 
an altogether fitting end for 
proper penis worship. 
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IS THIS PLAIN DEALING? 


For years, so-called pornog¬ 
raphy has been the ugly sister 
of journalism, shunned by the 
mass media in general. And 
while the erotic entertainment 
industry is under constant gov¬ 
ernment attack, the mass me¬ 
dia straps on its blinders and 
practices its own version of 
censorship. This harassment 
has made the erotic publishing 
industry more acutely aware of 
erosion of freedoms guaran¬ 
teed by the First Amendment 
than any other member of the 
mass media. 

The press fails to see that 
the First Amendment freedoms 
they take for granted are being 
stripped away one by one by 
the Supreme Court and all the 
lower courts it influences. And 
it is the great newspapers of 
America that stand to suffer 
the greatest shock when they 
finally realize that the censor¬ 
ship they now fail to recognize 
will one day work against them. 

A sad case In point: The 
Cleveland Plain Dea/ec whose 
Sunday Magazine cover story 
about HUSTLER eventually fed 
to government harassment in 
Cleveland. We re not placing 
blame. We welcomed the Plain 
Dealer reporter who wrote the 
story to our offices. He had two 
days of free access to people 


and information here. He tailed 
Larry Flyni—listened to his 
tetephone conversations (even 
challenging the authenticity of 
a call Larry received from Hugh 
Hefner) and watched him at 
work. When his story appeared, 
we made no compiaint about 
its content. Nor did we feel any 
ill will when their inaccurate 
account of HUSTLER seemed 
to spark the Cleveland prose¬ 
cutor's arbitrary indictments 
against our publishers, even 
though it resulted in the dis¬ 
tributor fearfully opting not to 
distribute the issues that had 
been named in the indictments. 

Our beef with the Plain 
Dealer concerns its editorial 
department's refusal to run an 
advertisement to Cleveland- 
area magazine retailers ex¬ 
plaining that they could no 
longer get HUSTLER from 
the Cleveland distributor, the 
Klein News Company. Further¬ 
more, the ad stated that retail¬ 
ers could buy HUSTLER di¬ 
rectly from us, but the Plain 
Dealer's refusal to give them 
this information added to the 
drive to keep HUSTLER from 
being sold in Cleveland. 

The Plain Dealer's action 
goes beyond its refusal to run 
the ad, and It exemplifies the 
most terrifying threat to the 


continued existence of a free 
press: prior censorship. The 
general advertising manager 
for the Pfain Dealer, Neii Van 
Deventer, said that—although 
the newspaper doesn't usually 
give reasons for refusing ads— 
it has a policy of turning down 
advertising from magazines 
such as HUSTLER, Playboy, 
Penthouse, Playgirl and others, 
simply because of the content 
of the magazines, not because 
of anything objectionable in the 
ads themselves. 

But in this case, Neil Van 
Deventer said, the editorial 
department—apparently not 
satisfied with just a smear 
story—canned the ad. Now 
that the ad has appeared in the 
Cleveland Press and Akron 
Beacon Journal, Van Deventer 
asked us to resubmit it. Again, 
the "free press” side of the 
newspaper gave HUSTLER 
thumbs down. 

Van Deventer also pointed 
out that he agreed there was 
nothing objectionable in the 
HUSTLER ad and was positive 


it was turned down because of 
the magazine’s content. 

Thus, rather than being the 
vanguard in the fight against 
the erosion of our First Amend¬ 
ment rights, the Plain Dealer 
is contributing to a crusade that 
slowly chips away at our free¬ 
doms and at its very own 135 
years of existence. 

The Plain Dealer is not the 
only one guilty of censorship by 
intentional omission. It seems 
that newspapers everywhere 
are unwittingly undermining 
their own existences and peck¬ 
ing away at our right to publish 
and your right to read anything 
you choose. 

The media in this country is 
the window through which we 
view the affairs of the world, but 
now that window is being sys¬ 
tematically boarded up not on¬ 
ly by the government but by the 
press itself. And as a small 
example, the Plain Dealer is 
allowing itself to become a 
major plank in a makeshift, 
dangerous shutter—and that is 
only the sorry beginning 



notice to 
magatine 

retailers 


HUSTLER Magazine Is no longer being dislflbvtea 
hf Ihe Geo. R. Ktein News Company. However, you 
can buy HUSTLER direct from the publisher at a 
whopping 40% discount, if you are willing to accept 
the magazine in bundles of SO on a non-returnable 
basis and pay C.O.D. 


Interested dealers are invited 
to call or write: 


Circulation Department 
HUSTLER MAGAZINE 
40 West Gay Street 
Columbus, Ohio 43215 
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HARK! THE HERALD ELVES ARE SINGING 


HUSTLER 
BEAVER 
ENJOYS 
LEASURE TIME 

After a hard day putting up with 
the decision-making process 
here at the HUSTLER offices, 
our happy-go-lucky Beaver 
takes time out for a man's 
drink—or two or three. 

Actually, this is just a put-on, 
Everybody knows our Beaver 
doesn’t hold down an office 
job but toils throughout the day 
wearing his hard hat and 
brogues. Doesn’t he? The staff 
has noticed that the signature 
on our checks is a little different 
than the one Larry normally 
uses, but we have yet to see a 
hard hat or lunch box stashed 
at any of the executive offices. 


And there in a manger, under 
the North Star, he lay wrapped 
in red swaddling clothes. And 
by night the tiny elves left their 
toy shops to see him, and the 


reindeer danced and sang 
about him. Three great kings— 
Macy, Gimbel and Wool- 
worth—traveled from great 
distances bearing gifts, and 



MOST TASTELESS CARTOON 


"So you can’t pay your bill, heh, Mrs. Jones?” 


everywhere kids were happy. 

A song filled the nightairwith 
the Christmas message: “Ho, 
ho, ho to all men, and to all a 
good night.’’ 

OFFING 
A BUNNY 

Trends the world over are 
changing, especially in enter¬ 
tainment and fashions, so it’s 
no surprise to find this young 
Jewish fellow whipping out his 
blade to scrape the Playboy 
Bunny logo off the opera win¬ 
dow of his hot-pink hog. This 
means it's a sure thing that 
another modern standard is 
going right down the toilet. 
HUSTLER-style Beaver’s in, 
and the Bunny’s out. These 
days, the only place a Bunny 



sticker could attract a fad-con¬ 
scious stud is on the meno¬ 
pausal streets of St. Peters¬ 
burg, Florida. 

Since this dude obviously 
knows “Wha’s Hapnin” it looks 
like we’re all going to have to 
buy a pair of turd-fly-green 
slacks. 
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HOW BIG, JIMMY? 


In tne race for president, Jimmy 
Carter always appeared to be 
way out in front in the polling, 
with no other candidates mea¬ 
suring up. With that kind of 
confidence under his belt, 
Jimmy took time out on his 
Plains, Georgia, farm to de¬ 
monstrate his new technique 
in angling. Dispensing with 
fancy gear, Carter prefers a 
more down-home style of 
casting his fly, by letting his 
bobbers and rod freely dangle 


in the water. And it’s no sur¬ 
prise that this large-mouth 
bass jumped at the bait. What 
fish could resist the taste of 
Jimmy's old-fashioned nuts? 

With a hook-and-line man 
like Jimmy, it’s comforting to 
know we have a prominent 
politician who’s not afraid of 
exposing himself to the public. 
And judging by what he’s 
sporting here, his teeth aren’t 
his only physical asset. And 
that’s no fish story. 



COKE ADDS LIFE ETERNAL 


We asked our mystery celebri¬ 
ty to tell us why he drinks Coke. 
Let’s listen to what he has to 
say unto us... 

‘Tm an active man, and I 
need a man’s refreshment. 
Coke hits the nail right on the 


head! An icy-cold Coke makes 
my cross a little easier to bear 
To all my special friends I say, 
‘Drink this, in remembrance of 
me.’ Always gets a big smile.” 

Coca-Cola.... Ask some¬ 
one who knows. 


COCK-ATTOO 

Folsom Prison inmate Alan Von 
Krueger shows how to draw on 
your resources to relieve the 
stinging loneliness of a stiff 
prison sentence. After five and 
a half years in the joint, you’d 
probably be on needles and 
pins for something to do, too. 

Alan said we could forget 
about sending him the $50 Bits 
St Pieces contributor’s fee if we 
would publish his address so 
that female readers who ap¬ 
preciate his artistic medium 
could get in touch with-him. 
And so here goes; P. O. Box 



B-44066, Folsom Prison, Re- 
presa, California 95671. 

That done, we’ll adjourn to 
the Round-Up bar with this 50 
bucks we just came into. 


THE EYES 
HAVE IT 

How many times have you 
stood in a crowded bar or at a 
party and talked directly to a 
girl’s tits? There she is, wearing 
a tight cotton T-shirt or a filmy 
gauze top, and these colossal 
mammaries are jiggling with 
every giggle, and the two pert 
brown nipples straining against 
the fabric are as obvious as 
nuns at a nude beach. 

If this practicecontinues, the 
female body may adjust to the 
situation by actually develop¬ 
ing eyes on the breasts. Just 
think, if her nipples look like 
eyes, her cunt might be the 
most sensuous pair of pouting 
lips you’ve ever come across. 
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THE 

SUN RISES 
ON PORN 

If the critics at the Cannes Film 
Festival and the New York Film 
Festival are correct, then por¬ 
nography has without question 
become art. In his first explicit 
hard-core film, The Empire of 
the Senses, Japanese film¬ 
maker Nagisa Oshima has 
gone beyond presenting mere 
on-screen sex and has given 
us a statement on the interre¬ 
lationship of love and death. 

Oshima is respected in Ja¬ 
pan for his social and political 
films in the same way Robert 
Altman and Francis Ford Cop¬ 
pola are respected in Ameri¬ 
ca. In Senses, Nagisa Oshima 
has taken the true story of a 
young geisha and her orgiastic, 
obsessive love affair and used 
it as the physical medium 
through which to convey his 
theme. At the end of the film, 
just as in the real-life episode, 
the girl is found wandering the 
streets clutching to her bosom 
the dismembered genitals of 
her dead lover, a fitting climax 
to an all-consuming abandon¬ 
ment to love. 

Flaving rocked the two major 
film festivals of the year, not 
only for its merit but because of 
the hard-core approach taken 
by its reputable filmmaker, 
Senses has gone on to be¬ 
come the hottest flick on the 
market. You can look forward 
to seeing a full review of this 
high-powered, top-quality erot¬ 
ic work in HUSTLER’S X-Rated 
Reviews in a future issue. 
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LIFE ’S LITTLE 


What we find remarkable about 
Life magazine’s recent special 
report. "Remarkable American 
Women, 1776-1976," is that 
they slipped in this photograph 
showing uncovered cooze on¬ 
to page 43. The editors at Life 
permitted this display of gra¬ 
tuitous cheesecake under the 
pretense of celebrating the 
"creative impulse" of 93-yeer- 
old photographer Imogen Cun¬ 
ningham. What's a nice family 
publication like Life doing 
pushing this prurient shit? Art, 
you say? If anybody knows 
turn-on material when they see 
it, we do. 

This is history in the making: 
the first pubic hair to appear 
in Life magazine. Before you 


SURPRISES 


know it, the New York Times 
will be publishing the word 
damn—maybe even shit. This 
gives you an idea of how far 
behind the times conservative 
publishing really is. But they’ll 
never admit it. Well. ihaVs Life. 


HITCHIN’ 

A RIDE 

"OK, mister, this is one I gotta 
hear," could be this officer’s 
reaction toward the plastic 
passenger here. Suzy, and love 
dolls like her, were being used 
on California’s Santa Monica 
freeway by motorists trying to 
avoid travel in slower lanes on 
the highway. 

As an energy-related experi¬ 
ment, California Department 
of Transportation officials al¬ 
lowed only passenger buses 
and cars with passengers to 
travel in the Diamond Lane. In 
this particular lane, the lower 
volume of traffic permitted fast¬ 
er movement. 

But our friend here wasn’t 
as clever as he thought. A 
minimum of two passengers, 


SILVER BELLS 
AND 

COCKLESHELLS 

Usually, HUSTLER doesn’t go 
in much for artsy-fartsy still-life 
studies. None of that pansy 
stuff for us. But we’re only 
human, and sometimes we, 
too, fall prey to sentiment~as 
when our eyes well up with 
tears at the touching sight of an 
Associate Editor peddling his 
mother's ass on the sidewalk in 
front of the HUSTLER building. 

Cne such moment of tender 
emotion occurred when we 
viewed this tableau of a flowery 
Garden of Eden, dripping with 
ripe fruit kissed by Mother 
Nature’s own sweet lips and 
nestled about the sweet, drip¬ 
ping lips of Eve’s cunt. It's soft, 
wet, pulpy, inviting, and the only 
thing missing is the snake lurk¬ 
ing in the bush, tempting Eve 
to take one more bite of his 
banana. 


according to California offi¬ 
cials, was necessary to qualify 
drivers for the fast lane, and al¬ 
though that was quite a pair sit¬ 
ting next to him, it just wasn’t 
enough. 

California officials declared 
the experiment a flop, but we 
feel it probably led to some 
meaningful relationships. 


A MATTER OF HEART 


Have you ever seen anything 
as disgusting as this? Cniy 
Screw publisher Al Goldstein 
could stoop so low as to run 
this on the back cover of his 
magazine. Can you imagine 
the perverted mind of a man 
who would prey on the unfor¬ 
tunate medical problems of a 
former first lady. 

Sure, we support Goldstein’s 
right to publish whatever he 
wants, but that fact aside, we 
think Goldstein is a graceless 
asshole. Why. the cream-faced 
yahoo hasn’t got an ounce of 
human feeling in his bloated 
body. Cashing in on the Nixon 
family’s tragedy is the most de¬ 
plorable thing that we have 


ever seen from Goldstein. You 
won’t find that kind of sick 
humor in HUSTLER. Besides, 
we’re tit men. 


If you have any Interesting or unusual bits and pieces of 
information, pass them along to HUSTLER. We pay $50 for 
pictures, news Items, quips and stories that we publish in 
Bits A Pieces. HUSTLER buys all rights on material ac¬ 
cepted for publication and will keep all material pur¬ 
chased. All submissions we don't use will be returned If ac¬ 
companied by a stamped, self-addressed envelope. 

For December Bits & Pieces contributions, HUSTLER 
contributes thanks and $50 to Christopher Batin, Conrad 
M. Gilliam, Keith Green, Dan Kirk, Red Saunders, Edward 
Sonner and Alan Von Krueger. ^ 
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Flatbackers Catch Flack 


Compiled by 
Richard Crownover 


Sex Bits brings you news 
from around the world on 
startling discoveries and 
revelations, unusual gad¬ 
gets and research and a 
peek at the freakiest and 
most bizarre happenings. 
Presented monthly, these 
little quips of information 
will give any Hustler a 
well-rounded knowledge 
of what’s really going on 
in the world and why it’s 
happening. 

Glamor— 
Fat Chance 

NEW YORK (HNS)— Well 
over 50 percent of all Ameri¬ 
can women have some¬ 
thing in common with Stella 
Reichman—they are over¬ 
weight. trx). 

But that is probably as far 
as the comparison goes. Mrs. 
l^eichman. a voluptuous 45- 
35-45, glories in her size 22 '/a 
frame because it is both her 
fame and her fortune. 

Mrs. Reichman is a model 
for Lane Bryant, and she is 
described as being every 
l)it as glamorous as Margaux 
He m i ngway, Fa be rge’s “ m i 1 - 
lion dollar baby." 

Mrs. Reichman is writing a 
book to be entitled The Joy of 
Being Large, and she says it 
will advise women on how 
to be sexy and get as much 
out of life as she does. 

Some of her hints to heavy 
women; wear nothing tight, 
except a bikini; keep your 
hair natural, nc^ extreme hair¬ 
dos or teasing: dress simply; 
wear large rings and pins; 
and make the most of your 
cleavage. 

The latter can be achieved, 
she said, by tucking a piece 
of fal:)ric saturated with fra¬ 
grance down between your 
l)reasts so it will reach men 
when they lean close. 


WASHINGTON (HNS)— 

Having sex with 15 to 40 
men a day is not exactly 
living the life of Riley, says 
Buffy Wilson, a former pros¬ 
titute who attemdexl the First 
World Meeting of Prostitutes 
held in Washington, D. C. 

This is especially true 
when the clients are power¬ 
ful political leaders and bu¬ 
reaucrats. suggests New 
York psychiatrist Barbara E. 
Bess and her psychologist 
husband Samuel S. Janus, 
who are authorities on the 
problems of prostitutes. 


OSLO (HNS)— Sweden and 
Denmark have taken the 
lead in an effort to limit 
homosexuality and violence 
in their prison systems by 
allowing male and female 
prisoners to have sexual 
access to each other and 
to visiting husbands and 
wives. 

l^’risons in Sweden have a 
“CJohabitation Room” where 
male and female prisoners 
may meet privately with 
spouses or friends for sexual 
relations. In one Swedish 


WASHINGTON (HNS)—If 

you arc under a constant 
stress, you can help yourself 
avoid hypertension, ulcers 
and other physical and men¬ 
tal problems by increasing 
the frequency of your sexual 
activity, doctors at the Walter 
Reed Army Hospital in 
Washington, D.C.. saki. 

Working with 18 officer 
candidates, the Walter Reed 
research team found that 
when men are under stress 
their sexual glands secrete a 
larger than normal amount 
of testosterone. 


Bess was apparently re¬ 
ferring to the idexi that po¬ 
litical leaders and govern¬ 
ment officials are more 
sexually demanding than 
the average man. 

Most prostitutes claim to 
be happy. Bess said, but 
because of the constant 
harassment and prosecu 
tion their happiness is an 
illusion. She cited three 
reasons why prostitutes get 
out of the business: fear, 
violence and love. 

The purpose of the con¬ 
vention was to lobby for 


prison, prisoners of both sex 
es have keys to their cells 
ancJ may visit each other up 
to lo P. M. each night. 

In Denrnark, male and 
female inmates live in ad¬ 
joining cells and are allowed 
to visit each other for sex. 

Advocates of the Scan¬ 
dinavian system point out 
that it prevents prisons from 
becoming homosexual hell¬ 
holes, reduces other forms of 
violence, and generally con 
tributes to a civilizing effect 
on all inmates. 


If the stressful situation 
continues for an extended 
period of time without the 
extra sex hormones being 
expencied. the individual suf¬ 
fers adverse physical anci 
mental reactions, according 
to the researchers. 

The effects of chronic 
gonadal stress haci been 
previously demonstrated in 
monkeys. The new study 
was the first documented 
evidence that men also may 
be harmed by stimulation 
that is not followed by sexual 
release. 


decriminalization of prostitu¬ 
tion. It was pointed out that 
even though many hookers 
earn a great deal of money 
they usually live extrava¬ 
gantly and regularly have to 
pay off pimps, bondsmen, 
lawyers. ‘ physicians, land¬ 
lords, doormen and some 
times the poiice. 

Bess said it was especial¬ 
ly difficult for the more suc¬ 
cessful prostitutes to leave 
the big money and excite¬ 
ment of the business for an 
ordinary office Job that may 
pay only $8tX)0 a year. 

Those who make the de¬ 
cision to get out of the busi¬ 
ness often become airline 
stewardesses. mistresses, 
political activists or write 
their memoirs, she added. 

Florida Bans 
Dungeons 

MIAMI (HNS)— Anyone in 
Dade County. Florida, who 
sells a dungeon, a torture 
chamber, pillories or stocks, 
whipping posts or platforms, 
racks, imp I e r s, t h u m b ■ 
screws or iron maidens is 
subject to arrest and a fine 
under an ordinance spou¬ 
se:) red by Metro Commission¬ 
er James Bedford. 

Bedford claimed he intro 
ciuced the measure, which 
also covers discipline hel 
mets, fetters, gags, chastity 
belts, spanker belts, punish¬ 
ment bras, paddles, cages 
and suspension harnesses, 
because he had received 
several complaints from 
South Dacie residents who 
said such devices were too 
readily available in local 
shops. 

Some c:)f the commission¬ 
ers said they could hardly 
wail to hold public hearings 
on the ortlintince.^ 


Boy-Girl Prison: Soft Cell 


Sex Reduces Stress, No Shit 
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by Michael Toohey 

Panties! I hear the word and my 
adolescent years pass before 
my eyes like the pages of a 
new Frederick’s of Hollywood 
catalog. I see myself crawling 
about the classroom floor in 
search of a tactfully dropped 
pencil or craning my neck to 
survey the grandstands from 
my position as bench warmer, 
all in the hopes of catching a 
glimpse of that elusive visual 
delight, the beaver shot. 

More often than not, I was 
foiled by Levi’s or crossed legs. 

But sometimes my diligence 
would be rewarded with a 
quick flash of pink or white 
crotch. For days afterward, that 
gentle bulge with its border of 
stray pubic hair would fuel my 
fantasies as I shot load upon 
load into the bathroom sink. 

My first encounter with an 
actual honest-to-God pussy 
was through a pair of panties 
that belonged to a teasing 
16-year-old virgin who spread 
her legs willingly as my hand 
probed her mysterious folds 
and felt them grow wet behind 
a thin nylon wall. My attempt to 
invade her further was thwart¬ 
ed by a sharp “No!” But she did 
appease me by giving me her 
panties. 

I rushed home and mastur¬ 
bated myself into oblivion with 
the soggy souvenir stuffed un¬ 
der my nose, a ritual that I 
repeated many times until the 
sweet smell of virgin in heat left 
those panties after several weeks of fueling 
my fantasies. I suspect I inhaled it all. 

My fetish for soft, feminine underthings 
(either on a woman or bearing traces of her) 
is every bit as powerful today. I am not 
embarrassed to admit this because I think 
it’s an obsession I share with countless oth¬ 
er males. 

One of the most famous photographs of 
Marilyn Monroe is a publicity shot from the 
film The Seven Year Itch that shows her on 
a New York street with her wind-blown skirt 
riding high above her waist. This photo, 
which caused some static between hubby 
Joltin' Joe DiMaggio and MGM, has an 


enticing but what is merely 
hinted at. If you’ve ever caught 
yourself staring lustfully at the 
impression a pair of bikini 
panties made underneath 
some honey's tight pants, you 
know what I’m talking about. 

No one understands the 
suggestive quality of lingerie 
as well as the manufacturers. 
For example, Renee Manufac¬ 
turing has begun decorating 
the pubic area of panties with 
such designs as: a frog diving 
into a pond, a worm tasting the 
forbidden fruit, a pussycat 
romping in the grass and a fish 
swimming in a tropical sea. 
Renee calls her creations 
Paintees. Now, one can’t ques¬ 
tion the propriety of a little 
kitten, a frog or a worm. But a 
fish? Something like that is 
bound to give rise to some 
snide remarks after 12 hours,of 
wear. 

A jaded friend of mine once 
said, “When it comes right 
down to it, a cunt is a cunt. And 
except for minor details, when 
you’ve seen one you’ve seen 
’em all.” But exotic lingerie can 
give even a familiar cunt a 
mysterious new charm, much 
the same as a different hair¬ 
style or wig can make fucking 
your wife of 20 years seem like 
a brand-new adventure. 

Being a highly dedicated' 
girl watcher, I welcomed the 
demise of the bra. This was 
one facet of women’s lib that I 
heartily applauded. But while 
we horny males watched unrestrained nip¬ 
ples rise with every chill, underwear manu¬ 
facturers watched their profits fall. Deter¬ 
mined to win back the market, and riding on 
a wave of publicity that cited the braless 
look as a cause of sagging breasts, the 
manufacturers came up with a com¬ 
promise: the natural bra. 

Most bras previous to this, especially 
those for large-busted women, had been 
designed like miniature versions of the 
Golden Gate Bridge, the only difference 
being that the Golden Gate Bridge has 
more freedom of movement, The natural 
bra abandoned this restrictiveconstruction 


This series is prepared especially for HUSTLER, and it is designed to 
help you give your lover the rare ^xciterrieht and satisfaction in sexual 
relations that make every experience an important one. It should help 
you and your lover reach greater heights than either of you had thought 
possible. These pleasures have remained hidden behind the doors of 
fear, ignorance, inexperience and hypocrisy for too long a time. So, 
HUSTLER invites you, the reader, to travel with us through the exciting, 
erotic realm of human sexual pleasures. 


UNGEraELOVE: 

Sheer Deight 

erotic appeal that eclipses even that of 
Marilyn’s celebrated nude Playboy center¬ 
fold. In the film, Marilyn informs costar Tom 
Ewell that she keeps her undies in the 
refrigerator during hot weather. The very 
mention of Marilyn’s dainty underthings 
makes Ewell sweat and stammer and no 
doubt throb in his own Fruit of the Looms. 

Such is the lure of lingerie, 

What I’m getting at is this: The appeal of a 
woman in underwear is largely suggestive. 

It is not so much what is exposed that is 
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in favor of minimum support and maximum 
freedom and exposure. Unlike its bullet¬ 
proof predecessor, the 70s natural bra 
simulates the braless look by allowing 
breasts to sway within limits and nipples to 
freely register the cold. And as a bonus, 
most natural bras are see-through, 

Rudi Gernreich first designed the na¬ 
tural-look bra in 1964, but he was seven 
years ahead of his time. The natural look 
faded from the scene like any other fad. 
Then, as if it were something brand new, 
Maidenform reintroduced the natural bra in 

1971, quickly followed by Lily of France in 

1972. Soon the other major manufacturers 
fell into line. 

However, the company that first springs 
to mind whenever sexy lingerie is men¬ 
tioned is Frederick’s of Hollywood. Ever 
since 1947, when the company initiated 
its mail-order operation, the Frederick’s 
catalog has put crotchless panties, belly¬ 
dancing outfits, g-strings and pasties within 
the reach of Bible Belt farm wives and 
ministers’ spouses (not to mention their 
husbands). The catalog, with its delicate 
line drawings and bizarre inventory, is in 
itself a milestone in erotica. The main out¬ 
let for Frederick’s is a passionate-purple 
building that juts above its Hollywood 
Boulevard neighbors like an inviting erec¬ 
tion. In addition to the main store and mail¬ 
order business, Frederick’s also operates 
a number of smaller lingerie boutiques in 
shopping malls across the country. 

Janet Reger, a British distributor, also 
runs a mail-order business. Reger’s catalog 
(the source of our pictures) has models 
posing in undies that get skimpier and more 
transparent as one turns the pages. 

Scintilla, a company renowned for its 
high-quality satin sheets, also markets a 
line of satin lingerie. The unique feel of soft 
satin next to the skin was described by one 
woman as "something like skinny-dipping, 
cool and free and in my case, wet!’’ Scin¬ 
tilla’s 40-page color catalog is available at 
no charge from their Chicago main office. 

Sexy lingerie is purchased for a variety of 
reasons. Some women feel they look better 
flimsily clad than when nude, and lingerie 
provides just enough material to mask the 
stretch marks, wrinkles, etc., that make so 
many women self-conscious in our beauty- 
oriented society. But perhaps the most 
popular reason for buying sexy underwear 
is its fantasy appeal. Because lingerie is 
available in numerous styles, materials and 
colors, it can evoke a wide spectrum of 
fantasies. At either end of this spectrum are 
the whore and the little girl. 

Some couples use lingerie to stimulate a 
prostitute/john fantasy, the women often 
attesting that, when attired in their dark, 
suggestive underwear, they not only look 


the part but feel it as well. Ironically, an 
appropriate change of underwear can 
transform a woman from a brazen whore 
into an innocent little girl. Kathee, a petite, 
married lady of 35, regularly wears pastel 
panties adorned with Pooh bears and such, 
or her 11-year-old daughter’s plain white 
cotton panties, because her husband en¬ 
joys a pedophilia fantasy; She sometimes 
augments her costume with knee socks, 
saddle shoes, ribbons and pigtails. Kathee 
is small-busted, almost completely flat, and 
when she affects a coy expression in her 
Lolita lingerie, she becomes a child mo¬ 
lester’s dream—a harmless, legal one. 

Of course, there are many other types of 
underwear besides bras and panties: 



An appropriate 
change of underwear 
can transform a 
woman from a brazen 
whore into an inno¬ 
cent little girl. 


corsets, slips, garter belts and stockings, to 
name only a few. And although most young 
women today get by with as little under¬ 
wear as possible, it wasn’t always so. 

Anyone who reached puberty during the 
early '60s, ’50s or before can no doubt 
recall the time wasted in probing blindly for 
a passage through a heavy girdle, or in 
struggling to unfasten a half-dozen im¬ 
possible bra clasps, all the while hoping 
your partner’s enthusiasm did not wane 
under your fumbling fingers. Those were 
the days when undressing a woman was 
a real challenge—especially for the inex¬ 
perienced. It’s easier now, to be sure. Still, 
not all men prefer it that way. 

There are a lot of men to whom the heavy, 
undergarment-upon-undergarment regalia 


of the ’50s is infinitely more provocative 
than the streamlined, revealing styles of 
today. Men who sported their first "boner" 
over cheesecake photos from the Police 
Gazette quite naturally have a nostalgic 
attraction to beauties in midriff bras and 
high-rise panties. Unfortunately, most ofthe 
women who wear such items today are the 
same ones who wore them a quarter of a 
century ago. 

"I miss the old styles," commented Kevin, 
a friend of mine who once prided himself in 
his ability to undo garter belts with one 
hand. "It wasa real thrill to run your hand up 
a chick’s nylons and feel skin atthetop. But 
pantyhose put an end to all that. When a 
chick wears pantyhose, she looks like a 
goddamn Barbie doll—no genitals, just this 
fucking net between her legs. Whoever 
invented those things must be a eunuch.” 

Many offbeat undergarments are in¬ 
herent parts of the underground fetish 
scene. The dominant woman with her merry 
widow corset, spike heels and cat-o’-nine- 
tails is an old standard among male 
masochists. Some adults even consider 
diapers and rubber pants a turn-on and 
revel in reverting to a helpless, infantile 
state while wearing them. To a foot fetishist 
a pair of sweat socks may be the epitome of 
erotica. Likewise, it is indeed conceivable 
that such esoteric undies as dress shields 
have an admirer or two somewhere. 

It takes a hard-core fetishist (although 
not necessarily a masochist) to purchase 
soiled panties through the mail. And al¬ 
though you may not consider juicy, hash- 
marked undies a marketable consumer 
item, the sex tabloids are riddled with ads 
hawking them for $4 to $7 a pair. They 
usually come complete with a "personal hot 
letter" describing how the wearer "creamed 
in them all day long just thinking of you." 

Frauds are fairly common among these 
vendors, which is understandable since the 
time of wear required to adequately "treat" 
the product would result in an output of 
about one pair a day—maybe two in hot 
weather—hardly a profitable way to do 
business. In most cases, the personal 
letters are Xeroxed, and the soiled panties 
are mass-produced. How they are mass- 
produced is anybody’s guess. 

Thus far I have related how soft, feminine 
underthings can appeal to the senses of 
sight, touch and smell. Now, with the 
introduction of Candypants, the edible 
undies, they have become a taste treat 
as well. Available in three flavors—hot 
chocolate, banana split and wild cherry— 
the starch and glycerine undergarments 
have finally made the expression "Eat my 
shorts" a plausible request. 

But as revolutionary as Candypants may 
(continued on page 114} 
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RATED 

REVIEWS 


HUSTLER’S reviews of por¬ 
no films and sex books will 
fill you in and keep you up to 
date on the latest from the 
erotic film and publishing 
Industries. Our hard-on rat¬ 
ing guide is based on a qual- 
ity-for-your-money formula. 

However, as many porno 
films are censored to con¬ 
form with “local community 
standards,” the movies we 
review might not be exactly 
what you see. We suggest 
you check with your theater 
before going, to make sure 
that your money is buying 
the genuine article. 


RATING GUIDE 

ERECTION! 

If this doesn’t get it up, 
you’re probably dead. Al¬ 
most a constant turn-on. 

j., THREE-QUARTERS 
^ ERECT 

Worthwhile. Almost gets it 
up, but it can still be beat. 

HALF-ERECT 
Slightly worthwhile, Proba¬ 
bly get it up on your own. 

ONE-QUARTER 

ERECT 

Might get it up if you used a 
crane, 

^ TOTALLY LIMP 
Couldn't get it up if you used 
a crane. 


Mowies 

by Frank Fortunate 

THROUGH A 
LOOKING GLASS 

r 

Through a Looking Glass is a 
very ambitious hard-core film 
with some substance to go 
along with the pretense. It’s a 
psychological suspense film 
that appears to have been 
influenced by Hitchcock, Po¬ 
lanski and Fellini. Certainly the 
quality of Looking Glass is not 


as high as films made by any of 
the foregoing master directors, 
but the film is well done, and 
it shows flashes of talent that 
mark producer-director Jonas 
Middleton (Illusions of a Lady) 
as a porn filmmaker who takes 
his work seriously. 

This seriousness is evident 
in the heavy accent on plot: 
a wealthy, beautiful woman's 
lapses into erotic and psy¬ 
chotic fantasies. There is an 
equally heavy emphasis on 
bizarre scenes and special 
effects, most of which, if not 
original, do hold the viewer's 
interest and are considerably 
better than you would expect in 
a sexually explicit film. And 
most importantly, the beautiful 
woman is played by Catherine 
Burgess, who is indeed a beau¬ 
tiful woman. Burgess is a 
model and acting student who 
can act~for a change. 

As the movie opens, we fol¬ 
low Catherine (the heroine of 


Looking Glass is also named 
Catherine) from the beauty 
parlor to an opulent estate that 
reflects the grandeur of a past 
century, setting the stage for 
the bizarre events to come. 
Later that evening, during din¬ 
ner, Catherine excuses herself 
from her husband and guests 
and slithers up to an attic room 
where she lives her secret life 
in front of a mirror. “Catherine, 
you’re delicious,’’ she nar- 
cissistically croons into the 
glass while masturbating and 
conjuring up a green-armed, 
wild-eyed demon-lover (Jamie 
Gillis). He steps out of the 
mirror, and their coupling is 
accompanied by suitably eerie 
music and a phantasmagoric 
collage effect. 

As the film progresses, so do 
Catherine’s fantasies. Follow¬ 
ing a brief blow-job sequence 
between her chauffeur and 
maid (Al Levitsky and Terri 
Hall), Catherine again retires to 


the attic. This time her mind 
brings forth a female lover, and 
they writhe sensuously on a 
brilliant silver rug. Her fantasy 
lover then leads her through 
the mirror and into a garden, 
where a rather unusual lunch¬ 
eon is taking place. A heavily 
costumbd contingent of gour¬ 
mets is dririking semen from 
goblets and eating bananas 
out of pussies. Catherine, who 
is dressed all in white, looks 
like a somnambulistic Alice in 
Wonderland. 

This is the better of the film’s 
two elaborate “dream” se¬ 
quences. The other, set on a 
sandy hillock, is an out-and- 
out horror scene with various 
nightmarish types jerking off in 
their own faces and bathing in 
tubs of mud and piss. This 
scene is perhaps too ambi¬ 
tious: Its terminal horror does 
not quite come off. 

If anything, the film suffers 
from a shortage of unem¬ 
bellished sex. However, there 
is a brilliantly horny flashback 
scene with Jamie Gillis as 
Catherine’s father and the 
angel-faced Marie Taylor as 
Catherine in her adolescence. 
Using perverse smoothness, 
Gillis talks his daughter out of 
her clothes and onto her knees 
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in one of the most erotic hard¬ 
core scenes of this or any year. 
Whether or not you harbor in¬ 
cestuous fantasies, this scene 
is bound to kick over your 
libido. 

Looking Glass is definitely 
an erotic film and expresses 
some dramatic values through 
skilled camera work, good 
production quality and a few 
well-rendered concepts. The 
film contains numerous psy¬ 
chological twists, some of 
which are obscure and con¬ 
fusing. Still, Through a Looking 
Glass is one of the better hard¬ 
core films to date, and it firmly 
establishes director Middleton 
in the front ranks of X-rated- 
film makers. 


LITTLE ORPHAN 
SAMMY 

I suppose it was inevitable: 
They’ve taken that sentimental 
cartoon classic “Little Orphan 
Annie,’’ transsexualized her in¬ 
to a Sammy and given us a 
hard-core “spoof” film that 
sputters. 

It’s not that Little Orphan 
Sammy lacks energy. It is a 
constantly changing kaleido¬ 
scope of cuts and sexual coup- 
lings. The problem is that in an 
effort to be funny or—if you 
will pardon the expression- 
satirical, the producers have 
missed the mark and managed 
to be silly instead, redundantly 
silly. Their countless little jabs 
at humor are slightly disap¬ 
pointing at first, then they de¬ 
tract from the sexual scenes 
and finally are just plain boring. 

Jennifer Welles plays “Hata 
Mari,” a conniving woman of 
intrigue who adopts Sammy 
(Rocky Millstone) from an or¬ 
phanage, but not before he 
services half of the joint’s 
personnel. After he has sound¬ 
ly shagged his female doctor, 
Sammy comments, “It’s the all- 
American way to stay in 
shape.” This sets the tone for 
the rest of the film—a takeoff 
on what are supposedly the 
worst of American values, spe¬ 


cifically jingoism, phony patri¬ 
otism and the quest for the 
dollar. Unfortunately, the take¬ 
off is heavy-handed and never 
gets off the ground. 

Nevertheless, the sex is vir¬ 
tually nonstop. There is that 
lady of the endless esopha¬ 
gus—C. J. Laing, the most 
enthusiastic, if not the best, 
fellatrice in porn, After devour¬ 
ing Johnny “Wadd” Holmes 
down to the gonads in Sweet 
Punkin, she is given some light 
duty in Little Orphan Sammy 
in the person of Al Levitsky. 
He plays a cable-pulling tele¬ 
phone worker who becomes 
the recipient of her oral minis¬ 
trations. The result is a blow- 
job sequence that is one of the 
film’s most interesting scenes. 
Laing also proves herself sex¬ 
ually ambidextrous in a very 
hot get-together with Jennifer 
Welles. However, Miss Welles 
prefers the attentions of Jamie 
Gillis, who has been woeful¬ 
ly miscast as an inarticulate 
bodyguard-stud whose lines 
are limited to the word Da. It 
was practically the best line in 
the flick. 

The cast—a Who's Who in 
Porn—keeps the fluids flying 
across the screen as Hata 
Mari, using Sammy as bait, 
tries to extract from Daddy 
Sawbucks his secret formula 
for converting garbage into oil. 
The cast, however, is unable to 
convert the garbage script into 


something cohesively enter¬ 
taining. The stumblings of the 
script only serve to detract 
from the erotic value of the 
film. Given the actors, effort 
and mone'i poured into Little 
Orphan Sammy, it should have 
been a better movie. 


SWEET CAKES 

r 

This is a dirty movie with a 
single motive: to titillate, which 
it accomplishes in a steady, 
no-nonsense manner. Hans 
Johnson, who also brought us 
Honey Pie, has directed four 
diversified and horny vignettes. 
For a little insurance, he then 
throws in Jennifer Welles in a 
finale scene with Ras Kean, 
the bronze-god type from The 
Opening of Misty Beethoven. 

There's nothing to the story. 
Jennifer Welles is cast as a 
reporter from Funny Girl mag¬ 
azine, interviewing, or rather 
listening to, a big sex-symbol 
publisher recounting his ex¬ 
ploits. Thankfully, the sketches, 
which are of decent quality, 
take up the vast majority of 
the film’s 80 minutes, and the 
breezy dialog, sharp and witty, 
rarely gets in the way. 

The film’s most interesting 
vignette features a lesbian- 
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identical-twin-sister act! And 
they’re sensational—the most 
unique performers to hit porn 
since the Mitchell brothers in¬ 
troduced that autofellator in 
Sodom and Gomorrah. What’s 
more, watching these ladies 
beats witnessing some geek 
suck himself off. The twins are 
listed in the movie’s credits as 
Brooke and Taylor Young- 
two statuesque brunettes with 
wholesome faces and better- 
than-wholesome bodies. Their 
sequence includes the usual 
girl-girl combinations, but with 
these mirror-image women, 
the imagination runs rampant. 
If you can, visualize what it 
must be like to look down and 
see your own face eating your 
own pussy. This is just one of 
the manifold delights that the 
two Young sisters must enjoy. 

Many contemporary porno 
filmmakers should take a hint 
from Sweet Cakes: Cut down 
on the pretense and pick up 
on the porn. This film earns 
HUSTLER’S highest rating the 
hard way—without a large 


budget or an elaborate story 
line but rather with solid, ball¬ 
churning sex. 

EASY ALICE 

Whether it’s intentional or not, 
this film offers a form of low- 
budget realism. It’s the type of 
San Francisco porn that has 
been occasionally produced 
there since the breakthrough of 
hard-core films in the late ’60s. 
These films achieve a quasi- 
cinema verite style by allow¬ 
ing the actors to be themselves 
within a contrived situation. 
There are many reasons a 
director will allow his actors’ 
personalities to dominate his 
movies. One reason is a de¬ 
ficiency of ideas on his part. 
Another may be the intelligent 
realization that, on a limited 
budget, this type of filmmaking 
is less pretentious and echos 
reality more convincingly than 
some half-baked stab at a slick 
production. In Easy Alice, I like 



to think that the latter reason 
applies to Tom Hoffman, a 
former production assistant to 
Alex De Renzy. 

Apparently, box-office con¬ 
siderations have determined 
the film’s title because the story 
actually concerns Joey Saver- 
no, a porno actor, and his 
relationship with his girlfriend, 
Carol (Easy Alice), and the 
people he works with on a 
porn film set. Carol is played 
by Linda Wong, HUSTLER’S 
April 1976 cover girl, a busy 
lady who also appears in Sweet 
Cakes (also reviewed in this 
issue). She has a bookend role, 
balling Joey at the beginning 
and end of the film. 

The story line is not very 
interesting or cohesive. Sup¬ 
posedly, Joey and Carol are 
confronting the problem of 
jealousy head on. She doesn't 
like his making love to other 
women on porn film sets. If they 
did resolve this conflict, it must 
have happened off-camera. 

What is interesting are the 
personalities as they emerge 
from the dialog in several of 
the film’s scenes. The most 
interesting scene takes place 
on a porn film set. Although 
the scene has obviously been 
contrived, we still get an idea of 
what it must be like to meet a 
strange lady and ball herforthe 
first time in front of a camera. 
As you might imagine, it’s a lot 
less glamorous than it appears 
to be on celluloid—a/mosf like 
work. 

A rape sequence in a laun¬ 
dromat is remarkably realistic 
in a low-key way. The victim’s 
attitude is “hurry up and get it 
over with.’’ The rapist bumbles 
around after it’s over in a guilty 
attempt to brush off the assault 
as a liaison. 

All things considered, it is a 
flawed film with average turn¬ 
on potential. I was told that the 
director ran out of money and 
had to be bailed out for the 
development costs. Even so, 
Easy Alice offers a reasonably 
realistic view of porn actors 
and hints that Tom Hoffman, 
given enough money and time, 
just might produce The Great 
American Fuck Film.^ 


On the 
Orcurt 


This column lists and rates erotic 
movies that were reviewed in 
past issues of HUSTLER. These 
films may currently be showing in 
your neighborhood. 


(Erection) 

3 A.M. 

Cry for Cindy 
I Deep Throat 

' (Uncut version) 

The Devil in Miss Jones 

(Uncut version) 

Diversions 

The Divine Obsession 
Expose Me, Lovely 
Femmes de Sade 
Midnight Desires 
The Opening of 
Misty Beethoven 
Pussy Talk 
When a Woman Calls 


(Three-Quarters Erect) 


Candy’s Candy 
Fantasex 
Farewell Scarlet 
Honey Pie 

Hot Summer in the City 
The Joy of Letting Go 
The Story of Joanna 
Temptations 
Virgin Snow 


(Half-Erect) 


C. B. Mamas 
China Lust 
A Dirty Western 
Dixie 

Her Family Jewels 
Hot Dog 
Gums 

The Milk Lady 
Rollerbabies 
Summer of Laura 


(One-Quarter Erect) 


The $50,000 Climax 
Ecstasy in Blue 
Exhibition 

Inside Marilyn Chambers 
The Story of O 
Sweet Punkin 
A Touch of Sex 


i| (Totally Limp) 

Deep Throat 

(Censored Version) 

The Devil in Miss Jones 

(Censored version) 

Patty 

Snuff 
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Books 

Edited by Mark Baker 

HEAVILY 
TATTOOED MEN 
AND WOMEN 

By Spider Webb 
Introduction by Marcia Tucker 
McGraw-Hill Paperbacks 
1221 Avenue of Americas 
New York, New York 10020 

The decision to get a tattoo, like 
the decision to become a 
eunuch, is a final one. Once 
that needle has made its in¬ 
delible mark, nothing short of 
mutilation, amputation or even 
a covering tattoo can erase it. 
Because tattoos are perma¬ 
nent they tend to reflect the 
bearer’s strongest feelings of 
love, hate, loyalty, patriotism 
or religious fervor. A tattoo can 
also beanagging reminder of a 
drunken spree in Singapore, or 
a sexual lure designed to make 
the wearer stand out in any 
crowd. A butterfly on the ass is 
a favorite among females, who 
nowadays get tattoos simply 
for cosmetic reasons. And after 
Janis Joplin’s death, women 
flocked to tattoo parlors to have 
red hearts engraved on their 
tits as a memorial to her. 

A tattoo has become the 
ultimate form of self-expres¬ 
sion in our society. 

Spider Webb’s Heavily Tat¬ 
tooed Men and Women is a 
collection of 100 black and 
white photos of some of the 
most fanatical human can¬ 
vases who ever lived, people 
who refused to draw the line at 
a single heart encircling the 
words “Mom" or "Death Before 
Dishonor" but went all the way 
to become walking works of art. 
For.some of these people, tat¬ 
toos were ornaments to be col¬ 
lected like fine Dresden fig¬ 
urines. And still other people 
accumulated them in order to 
qualify as freak show attrac¬ 
tions, an occupation that would 
net fortunes for some. It was 
also common for tattoo artists 
to display their best work on 


themselves, or their wives, by 
becoming, in a sense, living 
billboards. 

Most of the people depicted 
in the book are dead now, 
like the late “Great Omi," 
sometimes called “The Zebra 
Man," who with his head-to-toe 
striping was an impressive 
sight. Others sported detailed 
religious scenes complete with 
quotes from scripture, or tat¬ 
toos in the shape of clothing. 
Unfortunately, photos of walk¬ 
ing Sistine Chapels make up a 


A FEAST 
OF SNAKES 

By Harry Crews 
Atheneum Press 
122 East 42nd Street 
New York, New York 10017 

r 

Welcome to the Annual Rat¬ 
tlesnake Roundup of Mystic, 
Georgia, and the story of Joe 
Lon Mackey’s short life. Joe 
Lon runs his daddy's general 
store and his bootleg liquor 
business. “I spend half of my 
life listening to niggers talk and 
the other half of it totin’ whiskey 
to them." But just a few years 
before, he had everything. Joe 
Lon was Boss Snake of the 
Mystic Rattlers, the high school 
football team—All-American 
running back, a natural at 
mashing heads and busting 
ribs. Because of his innate 
talent for violence he also had 
the privilege of fucking the se¬ 
quins right off of the head ma¬ 
jorette, Berenice. 

Now his life is over. “So here 
he was lying under the dead 
weight of what he’d done five 
years ago, when he was a boy." 


large part of the book, which 
contains a few illustrated tits 
but is totally lacking in any 
decorated dorks and cunts— 
what you would probably rather 
see if you’ve got a grain of 
prurient interest in you. Con¬ 
sidering the fact that the photos 
date from the mid-1800s to 
about 1950, it is understand¬ 
able that cranks and flaps are 
in short supply in this collec¬ 
tion. There are no captions, 
although the introduction by 
Marcia Tucker does give some 


Joe Lon can’t figure out what 
happened or why, and inside 
he’s angry. Without football, 
there’s not much outlet for Joe 
Lon's anger—except for occa¬ 
sionally beating his wife and 
drinking a lot of his daddy’s 
bootleg bourbon. 

But the Annual Rattlesnake 
Roundup brings all that emo¬ 
tion out into the open. Berenice 
comes home from college with 
her fancy boyfriend, and Joe 
Lon’s lust for what he feels he 
should have had takes over. He 
screws Berenice in his trailer 
with his wife outside the win¬ 
dow and his two babies squall¬ 
ing in the playpen: “He held her 
by her perfectly formed ears 
and guided his cock into her 
mouth, which she took willingly 
and deeply.... Finally he said, 
1 want your ass’...he wasn’t 
easy at all because he knew 
she was about to talk of love 
and he had her bowed almost 
double, plunging deeply into 
her ass.... ‘Love,’ said Joe 
Lon, ‘is taking it out of you 
mouth and sticking in you 
ass.... But true love,’ he said, 
'goddamn true love is taking it 
out of you ass and sticking it in 



pertinent data about a few of 
the people who are featured in 
the book. Still, the photos are 
self-explanatory and, aside 
from names, dates and geni¬ 
talia, leave absolutely nothing 
to the imagination. 

Spider Webb, himself a tat¬ 
too artist and leading authority 
on the art, deserves credit for 
choosing to publish these 
photos instead of relegating 
them to the dusty archives of 
some bizarre library. 

—Michael Toohey 



you mouth.”’ 

The renewal of desire just 
makes things worse, makes 
him hate himself for hurting his 
wife, makes him hate life for 
hurting him. His hate spreads 
to include all those fuckers out 
on the ten-acre campground 
who are getting ready to hunt 
rattlesnakes. 

Joe Lon gets control of his 
life with a shotgun, returning to 
the thing he knows best- 
violence. 

Harry Crews has written his 
novel with such intensity that 
this final, deadly orgasm is a 
release for the reader as well 
as Joe Lon Mackey, not from 
the bizarre events of the book 
and not from the pressures 
of the past, although those 
pressures are smothering. Joe 
Lon has been released from 
heavy-handed fate by his own 
hand. “Joe Lon jacked in 
another shell. He felt better 
than he had ever felt in his life. 
Christ, it was good to be in 
control again. He shot the 
nearest hunter." Strange as it 
seems, it feels good to see the 
man take control and beat fate 
to the draw.^ 
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andi is a girl who really stands out as’ 
a hot number, especially when she’s 
hanging out by the pool, where she likes 
a daily plunge to keep from burning up 
altogether. She loves to take a man 
between her rich, full lips and surround 
him with hot sensuality. 

“When I'm with a man, I like to wrap 
myseif around-ht^m and lose myself In 
the glory of making love. I can’t think of 
anything but my cunt until my orgasm 
fades away. Then 1 start thinking about 
my next orgasm.”^* 

You have to wonder if Randl’s body is 
brown from the Phoenix sun or from the 
heat of her own passion. Either way, you 
know that you want To planta wet, french 
kiss on her pouting red llps.^ 

Whatever you do with Bandi, beware 
of the flames shooting from her body. 
They’ll consume you in a ball of fire. 








Article by Jim Michaeis 


Word has it that Las Vegas is a wide-open town. 
America's true fun city and the last frontier of action, 
easy women and easy money. Neon palaces, show 
girls, btg name performers, ctassy whores, cocktail 
waitresses bulging with lust and tit and winners from 
the tables littering the bars with $100 bills are all part 
of the image, an image built on propaganda pushed 
by the big money that owns Vegas. But the truth is, 
Las Vegas exists—all the flash exists—only to fake 
your money. There's no room for big winners in the 
Vegas system. Ifs a city built for losers. 

Vegas's reputation was pioneered by high rollers. 
Big-time gamblers such as Benny Bmion. whose 
Horseshoe Casino brought the mighty and the slick 
to a small community plopped in the middle of the 
desert, B inion and his buddies were high-rolling 
gamblers themiselves and gave the town the repu¬ 
tation of a high-rollers' paradise. "Come try to beat 
us" was their message, and this taunt has been care¬ 
fully nurtured by the newer strip management and 
buttressed by sex and star appeal Thrills, chills and 
entertainment...thafs what Vegas offers the nine 
million customers who are lured there each year. 

On close examination, however, this town is a rip- 
off at almost every level. On weekends, the hotel 
prices are bloated, the hookers are overpriced, and 
the flashy cocktail waitresses and show girls see 
nothing but dollar signs in the smiles of the tourists 
they serve and entertain. And most important, the 
casino games are scams: Scams that guarantee that 
the house never really loses. 

Few people know that the casinos can choose 
whom they’ll permit to play, and they seldom choose 
anyone who has proven he can beat the house. 

Those who beat the house aren’t welcome. 
If there's anyplace in the world that 
can be called 


'Syckersville," 
ifs Vegas. But the gaming 
tables are only the 
^ most obvious of 
the multileveled 
hoax that is 
Vegas. 



















Nothing's Ever Free 

For example, take those “free" flights you 
once heard so much about; they aren’t as 
available anymore. In the old, hungry days, 
when Vegas wanted to lure visitors to lose 
their money, almost anyone could sign on 
for a free ride and a free room. All that was 
necessary was that a person buy $1000 
worth of chips in advance. You don’t get 
something for nothing, so the deal should 
have been an obvious tipoff as to how 
certain casinos were lifting the thousand 
and recouping trip costs, plus a handsome 
profit. Now that they're smug and quite 
prosperous, the casinos only occasionally 
offer these trips. In place of the “free" trip, 
major Strip hotels now offer “credit play" or 
“junkets"' free carfare, shows, meals and 
hotel rooms to select high rollers, who are 
usually granted up to $5000 in credit, If 
you’ve got that kind of money to lose, you’ll 
be treated handsomely. 

For those who don’t rate the credit, which 
includes most Vegas visitors, the town can 
be cold. On weekends, motels get $30 a day 
for a single room, and many of the Strip 
hotels start at $65, The fabled entertain¬ 
ment is a np-off, too. You and a date can 
blow $100 on an imitation “French revue”— 
a dull costume show—and you can spend 
even more to catch Frank Sinatra’s act. 
Getting in to see Sinatra (or any of the other 
stars) means lining up two hours in ad¬ 
vance, being jammed into a tiny space in a 
freezing room and being fed a cold slab of 
meat costing $17.50, which is thrust at you 
and then whisked away a few minutes later 

Breakfast at a major hotel— in the coffee 
shop—can run five or six dollars. Dinners 
are scaled accordingly. 

So is sex, Hooker prices range from the 
15-minute quickie that will cost you around 
$50 to a one-night stand, setting you back 
S250 or so. On the average, the cost runs 
$100, Most of these women are quite 
sensational-looking—perhaps the finest 
hooker collection in the world exists in 
Vegas, If you don't mind being put on in bed, 
or the fact that few are talented at their 
trade, you may not feel ripped off. But far 
more likely, you will come away with the 
impression that you've just balled a blow¬ 
up, wind-up doll that makes all the right 
noises in the right places at the drop of a 
coin. Pamela M,, a beautiful redheaded 
hooker from Vegas, sums it up: “1 try to be 
friendly. If these guys want a great sexual 
experience, they should go home to their 
wives or girlfriends or somebody who cares 
about them. I only pretend,” 

If paying for a hooker isn’t your style, you 
might try picking up a woman in Vegas, but 
the odds against your success here are as 
great as the odds against your winning at 
the gaming tables. 


Sharp-looking women sporting a lot of 
cleavage are everywhere. They are deal¬ 
ers, cocktail waitresses, shills, cashiers, 
change girls, and they are alt part of the 
hustle. Some smile, some flirt, but in general 
the customer is only a sucker to be milked 
for big tips. For example, a top cocktail 
waitress in a prime location can earn up to 
$100,000 a year. However enticing she may 
be, she doesn’t want—or need—to take you 
home. She probably keeps her job by 
putting out for one of her bosses. 

“The truth is that most women here hate 
the tourists,” said Jackie P., a tall, blonde pit 
assistant at The Dunes, “We’re all being hit 
on constantly, nonstop, 24 hours a day. You 
get a lousy attitude from that. But you learn 


to smile and jiggle your tits for the guests, so 
the tips keep coming in. Meanwhile, you’ve 
got to be figuring out which bosses to fuck 
to keep your job. And they don't want you 
to do anything but make pretty for the 
guests—for both business reasons and 
personal ones.” 

So you’re suckered in bed and board, but 
the biggest rip-offs take place at the tables. 
The games are supposedly “honest,” since 
the Nevada Gaming Board polices them to 
guarantee that you won’t get loaded dice or 
decks dealt out by “mechanics” or roulette 
wheels with hidden controls. Butthegames 
are controlled in other ways to insure a 
heavy return to the house (see box below). 

(continued on page 106) 


HOW THE HOUSE 

Casinos make their money by paying off at 
less than true odds and the percentage 
they keep is the so-called edge they have 
over the winners. For example, if you 
play a game in which the chances are 
such that once out of 15 times you would 
probably win, then the odds in that game 
are 14 to 1. If you won on a $1 bet, paid at 
true odds, you’d get $15 ($14 plus the $1 
you bet). However, at those odds the 
player would come out even, and the ca¬ 
sino wouldn’t make any money. So what 
they do is actually pay off at less than true 
odds. In the sample above they might 
actually pay 11 to 1 on a win, or $11 plus 
the $1 bet ($12), which is $3 less than true 
odds would have paid. Dividing the 
amount you are short of what true odds 
would pay ($3) by the amount you would 
have gotten at correct odds ($15) gives 
you the house percentage (in this case, 20 
percent). See Scarne’s New Complete 
Guide to Gambling for a more detailed 
explanation of the house percentage. 

The house edge, or percentage, varies 
with the game played, but even the slot 
machines are programmed to take your 
stash. In many cases, a few slot machines 
near the entrance to some casinos are 
“loose” so that the house edge is no more 
than 5 percent of all the money pumped 
into them—a con to lure you with the 
promise of bigger payoffs inside, where 
the house take can increase to as much 
as 40 percent. 

Poker is another tine example Osten¬ 
sibly you’re only playing against the other 
players. But the house dealer is actually 
raking in anywhere frorn 5 percent to 25 
percent out of each pot—usually the 
larger figure, because in poker the 
operator gets a fee and the house still has 
its percentage. Only extremely skilled 
players can beat this house cut 

Then there's keno, a game similar to 


KEEPS THE EDGE 

bingo. The player chooses the numbers 
he hopes will win, up to 15 numbers per 
card, and he marks the card himself. The 
card, or ticket, has numbers from 1 to 80, 
and an operator draws 20 numbered balls 
out of a bin. If you play only one number on 
a$1 bet (playing the averages) and itwins, 
the casino will pay you $3.20, If you bet $1 
on each of the 80 numbers in keno, you 
will have 20 winners and yet the casino 
will only pay you $64—you have lost $16. 
Their take is 20 percent. 

In roulette, there are 36 numbers, plus0 
and 00, making 38; true odds would be 37 
to 1, but casinos pay back at 35 to 1. 
Further, if the ball lands in either 0 or 00 
and no player has bet on them, the house 
clears all bets made. If you play black or 
red long enough, the casino, playing the 
house edge, will inexorably gnaw 5.19 
percent of everything you wager. And if 
you play a number looking for a big “hit”— 
something only one in 1000 players ever 
see—you lose your stash at a remarkably 
rapid rate. Try it. 

At the craps table, the casino edge is 
supposedly a mere 1.41 percent. Bui 
that’s only if you bet the pass or don7 pass 
lines exclusively and shy away from the 
long-shot bets—few play that way. If you 
place a chip on “Any Craps,” thinking the 
shooter is going to crap out, the odds 
become 11.1 percent against you. 

At the blackjack table, the house edge 
is estimated as being as low as two-tenths 
of one percent or as high as 5.9 percent. 
But that s only if you make the correct per¬ 
centage bet in each of hundreds of betting 
variables. Actually, according to one pit 
boss, blackjack brings in one-third to one- 
half of the house take. 

In Vegas, your chances of beating the 
game (or breaking even) are as slight as 
winning a lottery against a million other 
ticket holders. 
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DITCH GODDESS 

Susan is a British girl 
who s ofter satisfaction, 
foking it any way she con 
get it—including o quick 
loy on Q hot London 
afternoon. She takes ony 
lover who's handy and 
uses him up in her lust. 

If no lover's around, she 
finds grotificotion with 
the nearest suitable 





















^hen it's time 
TO spreod out on 
The sofin sheets for o 
slow, leloxed love- 
making session that 
puts the fine finishing 
touches on the octivities 
of her doy, "After my 
lust is token care of 
ond Tm clean and 
fresh, I demand 
speciol attention from 
my mon. If I con't get 
satisfaction, then I go 
crory." 

Ain't life o bitch? 









INTEmEW: 


CHARLES BUKOWSKI 


Dialog with a Dirty Old Man 



HUSTLER Managing Editor David and boozing Bukowski discuss the turn-on qualities of panties and high-heeled shoes. 


Charles Bukowski is an ugly 56-year-old 
man. He has written poetry and prose for 
most of his life but never received any 
recognition until six years ago. '7 got lucky 
when I was 50,” he says, ”but it may shut 
down all at once. If it does, I’ve beat the 
game.” Considering what he went through 
to get where., he is today, he’s probably right. 

Wheh iBukowski was two years old, his 
parents ' im,migrated to this country from 
Andernddh^; Germany. They ended up in 
Los Angdles. ”1 haven’t been able to get 
away from L.A. since then. I’ve bummed 
around, but that’s my town,” he says. His 


parents were poor, and L.A. is a tough town. 
His childhood was less than happy. "My 
father beat the hell out of me every day. I 
disliked my mother. I don’t like uninteresting 
people,” he told us. "I used to want to run 
away from home. But I would think, ‘How 
can I find a job? I’m four feet tall, and I don’t 
have a Social Security number.’” 

At 16, he finally did get away and began 
wandering from job to job, flophouse to 
flophouse and bar to bar. "I’ve had probably 
60, 70, 80 jobs. I used to work two or three 
days, that kind of thing... slaughterhouses, 
dog biscuit factories, unloading boxcars^ 


you name it. I’ve done it. ” Usually he worked 
just long enough to buy a bottle, or catch a 
bus going someplace else. It’s this long, 
hard trip that fills his stories. 

In 1959, his drinking almost killed him. 
Vomiting blood, he was admitted to the L.A. 
County Hospital for treatment and a drying 
out. It didn’t stop him from drinking, but it did 
slow him down a little bit. Bukowski got a job 
at the post office and stayed there for the 
next 11 years, writing occasionally, with lit¬ 
tle success and less remuneration. 

"I was going nuts sorting mail. This guy 
from Black Sparrow Press (Bukowski's 
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present publisher) came by and said, 
‘Listen, I'll give you $100 a month whether 
you e ver write anything or not; just get out of 
the post office/So I quit my job, and there's 
the typewriter looking at me. Now I'm a 
writer. That's when it gets tough. You’ve got 
all that time, and it’s not like an eight-hour 
job, so what do you do? You get drunk, you 
meet women, you fight with women, you get 
drunk. And then you write in between times. 
That’s what I’ve been doing ever since.” 

Bukowski writes his life in stark black and 
white, with no frills. There’s nothing for the 
reader to hide behind. His story. The Fiend 
(November 1976 issue of HUSTLER), is the 
brutally realistic account of the senseless 
rape of an eight-year-old child. The story 
was told so convincingly that many of our 
staff members were quite interested in 
meeting the man capable of creating such a 
striking horror. In the last year, Bukowski 
has suddenly begun to receive the popular 
attention he deserves. 

HUSTLER flew Bukowski to Columbus, 
where he was interviewed—over a bottle of 
vodka and a pack of cigarettes~by Man¬ 
aging Editor Bruce David. He told us that he 
reacts with his gut, not his brain, and there is 
no doubt among those of us who met him 
that he does exactly that—most of the time. 
But we also got the impression that Bu¬ 
kowski likes to amuse himself by playing 
around with the people he meets now that 
he’s suddenly famous. What could be more 
fun than putting on a bunch of HUSTLER 
staffers? 

For the most part, we enjoyed what he 
had to say, but it’s necessary that we let you 
know at the beginning that even we can’t 
stomach his stand on fucking eight-year- 
olds. We’re not sure that Bukowski can 
either. Like he told us, “You don't always 
speak the truth every time you talk.” 

HUSTLER: Some people say that stories 
like yours influence people to commit 
similar crimes. Do you think your story, The 
Fiend, will make someone commit rape? 
BUKOWSKI: I think so, yeah. 

HUSTLER: If that’s the case, and we don’t 
agree with you, can you justify writing it? 
BUKOWSKI: No. I had to write the story. 
What happens in the wake of the story— 
there you go. 

HUSTLER: Pedophilia is probably the 
strongest taboo in our society. 
BUKOWSKI: What’s that word? 
HUSTLER: Pedophilia. 

BUKOWSKI: That means? 

HUSTLER: Sex with children. 
BUKOWSKI: They’re very nice, you know. 
They wear those little short skirts, and when 



they put on their roller skates, you see their 
panties. 

HUSTLER: The Fiend is a very shocking 
story, but apparently you wrote it as an 
erotic turn-on. 

BUKOWSKI: I wrote it. I don’t know why I 
wrote it, but people tell me that it arouses 
them when they read it. So there must be 
some truth in it beyond just myself and my 
feeling, or the character’s feeling toward the 
child. 

HUSTLER: Certain people were turned on 
by your story, others were repulsed by it, 
and some were just shocked into numb¬ 
ness. I don’t think that the universal re¬ 
sponse is a turn-on. 

BUKOWSKI: The response to my stuff is 
never 100 percent. When I give readings, 
it’s 50 percent haters. But I pack the joint, 
and so I pay the rent. 

HUSTLER: Is it the subject matter that’s 
a turn-on, or just the craft you employ to 
write it? 

BUKOWSKI: I think the turn-on is that I 
write very simply. There’s no literary floss 
covering what I write. That makes it very 
bare, and the very bareness affects people. 
You can write a very literary thing, and it 
doesn’t offend too much. But when you 
write very simply, it affects people. They say 
“God, he’s really doing it.’’ It just comes right 
at them head on. 

HUSTLER: The very strong impression is 
that your stories are largely autobiographi¬ 
cal. Is that true? 

BUKOWSKI: Yeah, I’d say most of my stuff 
is 93 percent true and 7 percent improved 
upon. Fiction is improvement on lifetospi 
it up just a touch. So maybe a woman I’ 
writing about has a 34-inch waist, I mig 
make it 32. Most of it’s true, even when I'm 
writing about other people. When I write 
about rape and murder. I’m not trying to 
justify rape and murder. I’m trying to get 
inside the rapist’s or the murderer’s mind. 
It’s fascinating to me that a murderer or a 
rapist likes a hot dog with relish. Maybe he’ll 
even work a crossword puzzle. I mean. I’m 
not much different—you know, they wipe 
their behinds. These people, too, are pretty 
damned human. 

HUSTLER: How autobiographical is The 
Fiend? 

BUKOWSKI: Well, I was living in this 
upstairs apartment, and a little girl was 
downstairs crawling around in the grass. I 
saw her panties: They were pink and had 
little ruffles on them. I said, if I really let 
myself go and forget society’s rules and the 
price of this thing, I would probably go 
ahead and do what the guy in my story did. 
HUSTLER: Did you rape that little girl? 
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BUKOWSKI: I didn’t do it, no. I felt like 
doing it. I’m a potential rapist, but I know that 
I can’t get away with it. It doesn’t pay off. if I 
raped the kid, where do I end up? I don’t get 
any ass for 15 years, right? 

HUSTLER: If it weren’t for the law, is it fair 
to say that you would have raped that little 
girl? 

BUKOWSKI: The only thing I would have 
against it would be if she didn’t want it too 
much, if it destroyed her mind. It’s the matter 
of consent. The terror put in a small child's 
mind by some big creature grabbing her 
and forcing something inside of her—that 
could destroy her forever. 

HUSTLER: Do you think an eight-year-old 
can make a decision about sex? 
BUKOWSKI: I think lots of eight-year-old 
girls are hornier than I am. If it just worked 
OK, I would have nothing against it—I mean 
outside of the law. 

HUSTLER: But they’re not even sexual 
creatures. 

BUKOWSKI: I don’t know when they 
become sexual. Some become sexual 
before others, you know. And they're all 
teases. If you’ve hung around eight-year- 
olds, yeah, they tease. They say, “Don’t look 
at my behind,’’ and things like that. Let me 
give you an illustration. You know I'm a 
window peep freak. 

HUSTLER: Are you a peeping tom? 
BUKOWSKI: No, not really. I was just try¬ 
ing to give you an edge there. The lawn in 
front of my apartment is very interesting. I 
got up to pour myself a beer, and there were 
two little girls standing there. One of them 
was the child that had been pestering me. 
She came to my door, and it was all hell for 
me to say, “No, you can’t come in, my 
daughter isn't here anymore.’’ [Bukowski's 
daughter was born in 1964.] But before she 
came to my door there was a scene outside 
on the steps across the way. The other little 
girl was saying to the one who was 
bothering me, “There’s nothing wrong with 
having babies. When a man does things to 
you, it only makes babies.” And the other 
one responded by pulling up her dress and 
slapping her ass with a newspaper. That’s 
very endearing. I mean, she’s almost lost to 
experience. 

HUSTLER: Do you think that was instinc¬ 
tive or learned behavior? 

BUKOWSKI: I can’t answer that. I’m not 
inside of her body, so I can’t tell you. 
HUSTLER: Would you let an eight-year-old 
make a decision in terms of crossing the 
street or a crowded highway? 
BUKOWSKI: I’d let her suck my dick if she 
wanted to, but 1 don’t know about crossing 
the street. Crossing the street and getting 
fucked are two different things. 

HUSTLER: You said that consent was 


My favorite fan¬ 
tasy is to rape a 
woman in front of 
the post office 
with 12 guys 
watching. 


what counts here, and consent means that 
the eight-year-old child is capable of mak¬ 
ing such a decision. If that child doesn't 
have the intellectual ability to figure out how 
to cross the road, would she have the 
facility to make a decision about fucking? 
BUKOWSKI: Probably. If she’s ready for 
sex, she knows more about sex than 
crossing the road; it comes to her earlier. 
Somehow, the younger you are the more 
you know. 

Age has nothing to do with knowledge. 
When my daughter was five, before she 
went to school, I’d sit around with her and 
say, “What is death?” She would tell me. I 
could get the answer right now, and it was 
perfect. She’d sit and think and she would 
tell me everything like she had some 
knowledge beyond. Then she went to 
kindergarten, and she came to me and said, 
“Hey, you want to hear a riddle?" She lost 
her mind when she went to school. 
HUSTLER: Do you mean that you could 
have a meaningful sexual relationship with 
a little kid? 

BUKOWSKI: Hell, no. It’s not possible to 
have a meaningful sexual relationship with 
a child. It’s just a one-night stand. 
HUSTLER: Why did you end your story The 
Fiend with the protagonist getting beaten up 
by the police? 

BUKOWSKI: I guess I got a little bit 
moralistic, and I don’t like cops too much. 1 
wanted to get some sympathy for the rapist. 
You can’t ever say why you write this, or 
why you write that. You just write it. If you 
know why you’re writing something, you’re 
not a good writer. You’re something else—a 
psychologist, or a professor of English. 
HUSTLER: What about the social taboos, 
the overwhelming public disapproval of 
such an act? You know that part of our 
justification for publishing your story is that 
information like this should be explored and 
recognized, though neither we nor society 
approve of this kind of behavior. 
BUKOWSKI: They think because 1 write a 
story about a guy raping a little girl that I 
condone that act. I don’t condone that act, 
unless it occurs under certain conditions. 
And the conditions in the story weren’t OK. 
It’s like I told you earlier. I’m interested in 
what goes on in the minds of people who do 
things a little bit differently than we do—they 


eat Baby Ruth candy bars, they wipe their 
asses when they shit. I want to explore the 
minds of people who do things that I 
basically dislike. 1 want to know what’s 
going on inside their heads while they're 
doing it, so maybe 1 will know more. 
HUSTLER: You must think about rapists a 
lot. You can get into their heads so well. 
BUKOWSKI: I don't think too much. The 
less you think, the more you know. One 
time, somebody asked me what’s the secret 
to typing, and I told them, don’t try. That’s 
the secret to everything: Don’t try. 
HUSTLER: That could lead to a lot of days, 
weeks, months or years just sitting in front of 
a typewriter with nothing happening. 
BUKOWSKI: 1 sit in front of a pussy, or in 
front of a racing form. I don’t just sit in front 
of a typewriter. 

HUSTLER: You fear fucking an eight-year- 
old girl because you’d go to jail, but you can 
write about it because that allows you to live 
out your fantasy and get off on it. 
BUKOWSKI: To an extent, you’re right. But 
to another extent I’m trying to get into the 
other man’s mind, seeing what he’s trying to 
think while he watches “I Love Lucy” in his 
spare time. You see, everybody is human, 
all too human. I have no apologies for my 
writing. 1 have no meaning. My writing has 
no meaning. It has no moral aspect, it has 
no social aspect. 

HUSTLER: The cops beat the shit out of 
the guy in The Fiend. How can you say that 
there’s no moral? 

BUKOWSKI: Because cops beat the shit 
out of guys. 

HUSTLER: Did the cops ever beat the shit 
out of you? 

BUKOWSKI: They wanted to once, but 
they didn’t have the guts. 

HUSTLER: What stopped them? 
BUKOWSKI: My insanity. 1 was in'the 
drunk tank at Lincoln Heights, and there 
was a little guy laying up against the bars. 
He had a necktie on and was properly 
dressed. You could tell he had lots of 
money. He kept saying, “Oh, God, let me put 
in another dime. 1 want to call my mother." I 
said, “You little cocksucker, your mother 
will come and get you. Stop weeping 
against the jail bars, you little candyass 
shit.” He kept saying, “Oh, I'm hurt. I'm hurt 
inside.” I said, “We all hurt, motherfuck.” For 
some reason, the guard took umbrage at 
my attack against this weak child of future 
wealth. So the guard came up and said, 
“Hey, man, do you know what wedotoguys 
like you? Two or three of my buddies come 
in here, and we kick the living shit out of 
guys like you." I was much younger then, 
and better built. I started yelling, “Come in 
here, 1 beg you, come in here.” I ripped my 
shirt all to shreds, ripped my undershirt to 
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shreds and kept yelling, “Come on in here. 
Bring five, bring ten, bring 50. The more the 
better!” They didn’t want any part of me 
because they knew that I was completely 
insane. It got silent, and the guard just 
walked away. 1 bluffed them out of it. 
HUSTLER: OK. But the character in The 
Fiend doesn’t bluff the police. He gets 
beaten up and punished at the end of the 
story. Wouldn’t a psychologist say that that 
was your way of dealing with your guilt 
feelings, your need to punish yourself for 
wanting to violate that child? 

BUKOWSKI: Psychologists will destroy 
creativity. Never analyze. You just go ahead 
and do. Analysis is a killer. 

HUSTLER: What makes you think that a 
story like The Fiend is art? 

BUKOWSKI: Something about the way it’s 
written. It’s written cleanly, and it takes no 
sides. 

HUSTLER: It takes no sides, but you say a 
lot of people have mentioned that it turns 
them on. 

BUKOWSKI: It’s not my fault that they get 
hard-ons. 

HUSTLER; Did you jerk off after you wrote 
that story? 

BUKOWSKI: I jerked off before I wrote it. I 
became that man at that time. That does not 
mean that I say he's right or wrong. 
HUSTLER: You say you don’t approve of 
this action, but, by your own admission, 
you became the rapist in your mind and 
mentally committed an act that you disap¬ 
prove of. 

BUKOWSKI: But it’s not the same thing. 
HUSTLER: Agreed. Jerking off is not rape. 
BUKOWSKI: I wish I’d said that. 
HUSTLER: Which do you think is better- 
masturbation or getting laid? The woman or 
the hand? 

BUKOWSKI: it depends upon the lay. 
Generally it depends on how you use your 
imagination, I would have to say that, 
except for one or two women I’ve had, 
masturbation has been better than the 
woman. 

HUSTLER: Are you saying fantasy is better 
than reality? 

BUKOWSKI: Yeah, right. You have all the 
situations. You’re raping her on an elevator, 
or something like that. One of my favorite 
scenes is: I rape a woman in front of the post 
office with 12 guys watching, whosay, “Oh, 
this is horrible, but let’s not call the cops." I 
guess I’m messed up, but I’ve always 
followed my mess-ups. I never tried to 
correct them. I’m not trying to be normal or 
OK, I want to be whatever I am. 
HUSTLER: You have a story that you wrote 
especially for us called The Big Dope 
Reading about your sexual escapades at a 
reading you did in Florida, which will prob- 


I’ve tried to fuck 
panties, but high- 
heeled shoes are 
better. 


ably appear in the March issue. There’s a 
scene in it in which your protagonist is 
fucking a shoe. Is that something that you 
actually did? 

BUKOWSKI: Yeah. This schoolteacher 
really turned me on, and after she left, I was 
still horny. Hangovers make me very horny. 
My body’s heated up and I want to do 
something, maybe to escape the hangover, 
or to prove I’m alive. She left and there was 
a shoe sitting there, and it looked so nice in 
the sunlight. It had a high heel, so I did it. 
HUSTLER: Wasn’t it uncomfortable? 
BUKOWSKI: No. It slides in; you work it 
out. A shoe man knows how to do these 
things. 

HUSTLER: Are you a shoe man? 
BUKOWSKI: Oh, yeah. I love high heels. 
They drive me crazy. Especially when 
they’re black with the long, spiked heels. 
HUSTLER: Would you explain to me what 
the attraction for shoes is? It’s something 
that eludes me. 

BUKOWSKI: Well, I’ve never analyzed it. I 
guess, basically, you think of the woman 
walking around in those shoes. A high- 
heeled shoe does something extra for a 
woman’s ass. It juts it up and makes it 
wobble. 

HUSTLER: You didn’t fuck her ass. You 
fucked her shoe. 

BUKOWSKI: But you’re thinking of her ass 
while you’re doing it to the shoe, you see. 
HUSTLER: Do you get turned on by looking 
at shoe ads? Shoe boxes? 

BUKOWSKI: I get turned on looking at 
Frederick’s ads when they have shoes in 
them—you know, little frilly things. I guess 
I’m a retarded sex fiend of some kind. 
HUSTLER: Is there any other strange thing 
that you fuck that we might be interested in? 
BUKOWSKI; Weil, I’ve tried to fuck panties, 
but somehow I get halfway through and I 
say, “Aw, this is ridiculous,” and throw them 
on the floor. 

HUSTLER: Fucking panties is ridiculous, 
but fucking a shoe is not? 

BUKOWSKI: No, the shoe has it over the 
panties. God, this interview’s not going to 
make it. 

HUSTLER: Between child rape and the 
shoe fucking, we’re doing fine. 
BUKOWSKI: Well, I did. I actually did, I 
fucked one shoe, and I threw it down right 


before I reached climax. I don’t think I was 
quite in love with that shoe. Then I went into 
the closet and found a pair of panties and 
worked out on that a while. I found another 
shoe with a higher heel than the shoe I’d 
discarded, and I worked out on that. Finally, 

I threw it on the floor and said, “I don’t love 
you, bitch.” I saved my sperm because I 
knew I’d need it. This all occurred in 
Tallahassee, Florida, and there’s something 
about doing a reading down South. South¬ 
ern hospitality actually exists. Every time 
you do a reading in Arkansas, Florida, or 
somewhere, you get laid. They just arrange 
it. You go north, they want your autograph. 
You go south, they want your cock. I prefer 
doing readings in the South. 

HUSTLER: Does your writing attract a lot of 
literary groupies? 

BUKOWSKI: Women knock at my door. In 
the early part of my life, I didn't have very 
much sex because I was working at cheap 
jobs or bumming around the country. I’m 
making upfor it now at this end. The girls are 
getting younger and more beautiful and 
more intelligent. If they want to go to bed 
with me, if they want to stay two or three 
weeks, do the dishes and get drunk with me, 

I feel it’s my just due—I’ve got it coming. 
HUSTLER: You had a very repressed or 
inactive sexual life prior to your success as 
a writer? 

BUKOWSKI: Yeah, I think I first got nnyself 
laid when I was 24-years-old—a 300- 
pound whore. 

HUSTLER: What happened? How did you 
suddenly change from an inactive, or 
repressed person, to an imaginative, kinky 
person?- , : 

BUKOyi^SKI^^ Well, you"i<now I’m not a 
pretty have \h\s acne vulgaris, and I 
thought women wouldn’t accept a man who 
didn’t look good. But I foundout something 
about women: They are strong. If they know' 
you care, they don't give a damn if you have 
three arms or no legs. They don’t care if you 
look like a goldfish. I've changed my opinion 
of women. They are very strong and won¬ 
derful creatures. 

HUSTLER: Is that why you write about 
them? 

BUKOWSKI: Women are things that start 
the flame in your gut. They’re something to 
drive you crazy. They take the drabness out 
of life. You wait for the phone, or she walks 
by, but she doesn’t come to your door. 
Without women, what the hell would there 
be? Nothing. Women are the world’s 
greatest invention—outside of me. 
HUSTLER: Do you have a picture with you 
of Cupcakes, your present girlfriend? 
BUKOWSKI: My Cupcakes, she's driving 
me crazy now. She’s wonderful. She can 
(continued on page 98) 


44 


HUSTLER 































Came upon 
a Midnight 
Clear 

Some people leave 
Santa a treat of milk 
and cookies, but 
others help Santa get 
his own cookies. This 
eager miss’s thought¬ 
ful peck under the 
mistletoe brings its 
own reward in the 
form of an unconven¬ 
tional gift designed to 
fill her with the Yule 
spirit. After she tests 
the Christmas crank 
on Santa, both she 
and the jolly elf get a 
taste of their favorite 
holiday goodies. She 
shows Santa she’s 
ready to bring off an 
explosive New Year, 
and in return, he gives 
her some firsthand 
instructions on how to 
play hide-the-weenie. 

Then for a switch, 
Santa fulfills his pain¬ 
ful obligation to girls 
who haven’t been 
good all the time. She 
finds that Santa’s bag 
has another surprise 
for her as he gives her 
a hearty decking with 
boughs of holly. 

Frankly, Christmas 
visits leave everyone 
drained, but there’s a 
lot of satisfaction in 
the spirit of giving. 













FAKE ABORTION 

It’s belly laughs galore with this plastic 
abortion, a product of Gags to Gag On, 
Inc., Coathanger, Minnesota. Orop one 
on your mother-in-law's carpet and 
stand back to wait for the fainting and 
gasping that accompanies the hilarity. 
It also makes a great pizza topping. 
Available from Neiman-Markup, $2.50. 
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THE GLAND HAND 

Squeeze your squid in latex luxury with 
the Hand from Gland. This polyvinyl 
glove allows for maximum stroke with¬ 
out losing grip, and the thin tissue lining 
makes wiping those wild wad shots off 
the floor or door a breeze. Sanitary 
security and prevention of hairy palms 
are yours for 98 cents at the notions 
counters of all Sacks Fifth Avenue 
stores. Prelubricated with tuna liver oil 
(for that womanly scent)—$1.29 a box. 



THE TRAINING VIBRATOR 

Drive home the lessons of self-abuse to your favorite 
teenybopper with this two-wheeled terror from Mate-Tell. 
The Training Vibrator comes with detachable wheels for 
when your Lolita has her drills down to a crack art. The 
vibrator is only S9.95 at most Ford dealers. (Batteries not 
included.) 









DELUXE CRAB ELIMINATION KIT 

A necessity for travelers to Tijuana , . . this foolproof 
crotch-cricket killer fits handsomely in your overnight bag 
or medicine chest. Using an age-old, scientifically proven 
method, the kit gives you everything you need to control 
pests in your pubic garden—without the dangerous use of 

DDT. Available at most garden supply shops for $17.99. 
_ ' 



TALKING LOVE DOLL 

For a real conversation piece, get a Chatter Box love doll 
from Pleisure Time, Akron, Ohio. Pull her string and hear 
her say, “I have a headacher' plus 11 more put-downs, 
including, “You crude bastard!" and "You don't respect 
me!” Adjusts to laugh hysterically the moment you drop 
your pants. $129.38 (including vinyl discs). 



IRON-ON SHIT STAIN 


If the same old shitty Iron-on designs 
really have you down In the dumps, then 
you can unload on your fad-conscious 
friends with a transfer that will wipe them 
out. The Iron-on Shit Stain, Poopchute 
Products, Hershey, PA, clings to T-shirt 
tails, briefs and sola cushions tike flies 
on shit, $2.50 a gross at most bowling 
alley boutiques. Available in Scratch 'n' 
Sniff for $3.50 a gross. 


COCK ENLARGER 

Your ego-deflating diminutive dork can 
be pumped up to the size of a powerful, 
pulsating pile driver with this manually 
operated crank Increaser. This versatile 
tool also serves as a blackhead remover. 
With leatherette carrying case, $22.95 
from Ace Tire and Wheel, Inc. 












When you Ve got o beautiful model who exudes 
sex in every photograph, and who, coincident 
tolly, hosthe some name as a populor actress and 
Q luscious candy confection, it's hard to refrain 
from writing "Whot o Clort^ Dorf' Or to refrain from 
asking our readers if they wouldn't like to peel off 
Condy Clark's sexy block wrapping and get down 
to a blonde-covered treat. 

When she told us thot her approach to sex in- 
volves "loving and giving all " well thot can only 
meon sweet surrender. It's one of the first things 
thot popped into our mouths, er, heods, Condy 


olso soid her love is given to one man only, which 
mode us wonder whot wos so special about his 
sweet tooth. 

Although she's interested in only one man, we 
thought of soying many men are after her soft, 
creamy center. Then we considered odding thot 
those men would wont to somple her sweet and 
sticky lips. We thought we might also poi nt our that 
her steady guy should shore his Condy. 

But, os you con see, we decided to obondon 
the confectionery images in favor of o straight¬ 
forward approach. 
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HuftTLEH Huhor. .. 



A salesman stopped for the night in a small town and 
checked into a hotel. After he got settled, he called the 
desk and requested a whore to be sent up to his room. 

The owner of the hotel told his wife about the request, 
and she said, "Go up there and throw him out. We are not 
running that kind of place!" 

"Look,” the manager said, "I won’t do that. He paid for 
the night, and besides, he’s a big guy." 

"Well, if you won’t, I will!" retorted the wife. So she went 
up to the salesman’s room. Soon, all you could hear were 
yells and screams and furniture being tossed around. 
Finally it quieted down. 

Next morning, the salesman calmly walked up to the 
manager, tossed the keys on the desk, and said, 
"Thanks, man. That was some fightin’ cunt you sent up 
last night, but 1 finally managed to throw 
her down and fuck her!" 

An irate wife told her husband that, 
if he continued to come home 
drunk and sick he was going 
to throw up his guts. One 
night, after his wife had 
cleaned a chicken and - 
left the innards in the 
sink, the guy came 
home drunk and sick 
as usual. However, J' 
this time he spent an 
unusually long time in 
the kitchen. As he fi¬ 
nally climbed into bed, 
he sheepishly admitted, 

"Mabel, you were right, 
but by the grace of God and 
your long-handled spoon, 
finally got my guts back in." 

A young man went to visit his girlfriend ■ ' ;; ■ 
while her parents were away. Leering at her, he said, "I 
wanna eat some of that pussy." 

"I’m on my period," his girl protested. 

"That’s OK. I’ll just keep the blood in my mouth and 
spit it out in the bathroom downstairs." 

A short time later the young man ran downstairs with 
his mouth full of menstrual blood and who should \A/alk in 
but the girl’s parents, "Well, hello there, young man," said 
her father. "What’s that in your mouth?" 

The young dude looked around and with a pained and 
embarrassed look on his face, swallowed hard and said, 
"It’s tomato juice, sir." 


After attending a party for his boss, the life of the party 
was nursing a king-size hangover and asked his wife, 
"What the hell happened?" 

"As usual, you made an ass of yourself in front of your 
boss," replied the wife. 

"Piss on him," answered the husband. 

"You did," said the wife, "and he fired you." 

"Well, fuck him," said the husband. 

"I did, and you go back to work in the morning." 

Upon viewing a store’s display of pubic hairpieces, 
the old man found one to his liking and informed the 
saleslady. 

"Shall I gift wrap that for you, sir?" 

^ "No, that’s all right," the old man replied. "I’ll eat it 
right here." 

Buzz and Midge were married, and 
•' on their honeymoon they be¬ 
haved like typical newly¬ 
weds and fucked at the 
drop of a hat. 

However, as time went 
on. Midge began to 
feel that the honey¬ 
moon was indeed 
over. She started to 
make excuses to her 
husband in order to 
avoid his frequent sex¬ 
ual advances—much to 
her husband’s dismay. 
One afternoon Buzz 
decided to give Midge a 
■present. "Oh," she said, "what 
a beautiful box, but what’s the 
occasion?" 

Buzz answered, "It’s just some- 
' : ■ ■ ' thing I think you need," 

Midge opened the box and inside were six tiny kittens. 
Surprised, Midge queried, "Six kittens?" 

"That’s right," Buzz replied. "Six pallbearers for that 
dead pussy of yours." 

HUSTLER’S Dictionary defines Nothing as: a three-foot 
turd with all the shit scraped off. 

Upon answering the door to her whorehouse, the 
madam was surprised to see an amputee. 

"Look at yourself," the madam said, "no arms, no legs, 
what could you possibly do?" 

The amputee replied, "I rang the doorbell, didn’t I?" 


Two men were walking in the park when they came upon 
this dog that had bent itself into a weird position and was 
licking its balls. One man said, "Gee! I wish I could do 
that." 

The other man replied, "I think you better get to be 
friends first." 


HUSTLER Humor Jokes are sent to us by our readers. If 
you’ve heard a gut-buster lately, how about sending It our 
way? Submit your joke on a file card, mailed In a sealed 
envelope to: HUSTLER Humor, 40 West Gay Street, 
Columbus, Ohio 43215. If your joke Is selected, we will 
send you a check for $25.00. Sorry, no returns. ^ 
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Venereal warts in males (top) can cause gross disfigurement. Little or no pain is involved in the 
development of these permanent french ticklers, in females (bottom), clusters of warts can 
become so extensive that they block the vagina entirely. In any case, if the growth has pro¬ 
gressed this far, they must be surgically removed. 
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By Mark Baker 


Venereal disease is reaching epidemic 
proportions in America today for two very 
stupid reasons: fgnorance and shame. 

Most Americans insist on ignoring the 
fact that sex exists, and because our con¬ 
servative society is embarrassed by the sex 
act, most of our kids won’t know what’s 
wrong with them if they get VD. And even if 
they are lucky enough to recognize it and 
seek treatment, chances are still good that 
they will be psychologically brutalized since 
Americans persistently believe that sex is 
dirty and venereal disease is socially dis¬ 
gusting. Publications like HUSTLER are 
suppressed, and our sexual practices are 
legislated by the self-appointed arbiters of 
American morals in order to keep sex 
locked in the closet. 

Ignoring the fact that sex exists is one of 
the major factors in the continuing spread of 
venereal disease. Instead of liberating our 
sexual attitudes, we are moving backward. 
And supported by a conservative Supreme 
Court that seems intent on regulating the 
sexual conduct of the entire nation, federal 
prosecutors in Memphis, Tennessee, have 
convicted an actor for participation in an 
erotic film; Al Goldstein and Jim Buckley 
have been convicted on 13 counts of 
obscenity in Wichita, Kansas, for the 
contents of Screw magazine; and Larry 
Flynt and HUSTLER are under indictment in 
Cincinnati and Cleveland, Ohio, for the 
contents of this magazine. If we permit sex 
to be shuffled back into the gufity, dark 
corners of the subconscious, ignorance 
and shame will continue to flourish—and so 
will VD. 

If the villains of American sexual politics 
can't understand this problem in terms of 
human suffering, maybe they will under¬ 
stand it in dollars and cents. The cost of 
complications caused by gonorrhea in fe- 
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male patients alone is approximately $212 
million a year. In 1975, the cost of hospital 
maintenance of patients with syphilitic 
psychoses was $58,214,000. In addition to 
the medical costs, there are the millions of 
dollars spent to make sex a crime and a few 
stray bacteria a horrible social stigma. 

Since 1969, syphilis has been on a slow 
but steady increase even though an effec¬ 
tive cure—penicillin—has been available 
since 1943. Close to three million people 
will be infected with gonorrhea this year. 
For the age group between 15 and 19 this 
means that one teenager will catch the 
"clap’’ every 15 seconds of every hour, 
every day of the year. 

Gonorrhea is the most prevalent com¬ 
municable disease in the country, with 
syphilis running third—and a new specter is 
raising its gory head of contagion: genital 
herpes infection. In the U.S,, the occurrence 
of this recently recognized venereal dis¬ 
ease has been estimated by some sources 
to be five times that of infectious syphilis. 
There is no cure. The lack of knowledge 
concerning herpes could lead to the infec¬ 
tion of millions of people. 

This is an indictment of us all: doctors 
who simply avoid the subject with their pa¬ 
tients and are reluctant to test for VD unless 
they are asked to; legislators, lawmen and 
self-righteous crusaders who suppress 
sexual information that would help bring 
venereal disease out into the open where 
we could get a clear shot at it; educators 
who would rather young people suffer the 
horrors of VD than set aside their own 
"embarrassment" for a few hours of honest 
explanation and discussion; and alt the rest 
of us who are not demanding—loud and 
long—that venereal disease be dealt with 
openly and summarily eliminated from our 
lives. 

HUSTLER, in an attempt to meet its 
responsibility to its readers as well as the 



Gonorrhea, the most prevalent infectious disease in America, has blinded the newborn child 
pictured at the top of this page. Syphilis (center, left), although still a formidable threat, is not so 
widespread as herpes (center, right) for which there is no cure. LGV (elephantiasis caused by 
LGV, bottom, left) and granuloma inguinale (bottom, right) have been almost eradicated. 
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Atypical complications of syphilis: an exten¬ 
sive chancre near the head of the penis (top); 
the most infectious sores of syphilis, con- 
dylamata, which can develop in moist areas 
in the secondary stage of the disease 
(center); the disintegrating face of a victim of 
late syphilis suffering from the destructive ef¬ 
fects of gummata (bottom). 


American public, is giving you the facts on 
venereal disease to accompany our efforts 
to liberate sexual attitudes. Something must 
be done, and the least we at HUSTLER can 
do is to get things started. This may be the 
most important article you’ll ever read. 

GENITAL HERPES 

Herpes is the disease that everyone is 
hearing about, and that no one seems to 
understand. Even the doctors, who aren’t 
too sure about all aspects of this infection, 
have no idea how to cure it. But here is what 
they do know—and what you should know. 

In general, herpes is caused by a virus. 
Herpes simplex type I virus is usually limited 
to the body area above the waist and 
causes sores or fever blisters on the mouth 
and lips. Type II is the venereal version, al¬ 
though it can appear independent of sex¬ 
ual contact with an infected person. 

In herpes, a cluster of blisters appears on 
the head or shaft of the penis in the male 
and on the lips of the vagina or the cervix of 
the female. These blisters soon break open 
and form soft, quite painful sores covered 
by a yellow-gray secretion. On the cervix, 
these sores are painless and often go 
unnoticed, but on the vaginal lips they are 
painful and may spread to cover the entire 
surface. These sores are very susceptible 
to further infection by bacteria, which can 
lead to the discharge of pus and blood, 

In four or five days, the pain lessens, and 
within 10 to 20 days the sores usually are 
completely healed. For one-third of those 
infected that’s the whole shot—it’s over, 
even though the virus remains in the body. 
The other two-thirds will suffer recurrence 
of the sores at irregular, unpredictable 
intervals, often for the rest of their lives. 
Some authorities claim that reactivation of 
the virus can occur when the body’s resis¬ 
tance to disease is low due to a cold, fever, 
menstruation, fatigue or emotional upset. 
So from all appearances, genital herpes 
appears to be the cold sore of the sex 
organs— irritating but not serious. That’s a 
mistake. 

On the vaginal lips, genital herpes is 
usually extremely painful and has quite' 
often been associated with cervical cancer 
Further, an infant born to a woman whose 
blisters are active can pick up the infection. 
The infant’s brain and nervous system can 
be brutally attacked by the disease: It is fatal 
to over 50 percent of the children infected, 
and of those who survive over half will have 
suffered permanent damage to the central 
nervous system, sometimes resulting in 
mental retardation. Nothing stops herpes; 
parents and doctors can only watch the 
infected child die. 

Since more couples are into oral sex 


these days, herpes simplex I (cold sores) 
has been discovered on the genitals, and 
the blisters of type II have been found on the 
lips and in the mouth. If you have sex when 
the blisters are present anywhere on the 
body, you risk submitting your lover to a 
lifetime of misery. 

GONORRHEA 

More commonly known as the clap, 
gonorrhea is caused by a bacteria called 
the gonococcus. This disease is causing 
more alarm among doctors today than any 
other form of VD. 

In men, the fluids produced by fucking 
and the motion of the stroke combine to 
wash the bacteria from the.infected person 
into the duct that carries piss out of the body 
(the urethra). Within three to nine days, it’s 
usually obvious that you've got a dose of the 
clap: All of a sudden it burns like hell when 
you take a piss, and there is a discharge of 
white-yellow pus—the drip. The infection 
has caused the inside of the urethra to 
become inflamed and raw, and the uric acid 
in your piss makes it feel as if a red-hot 
needle is being jabbed into the opening in 
the end of your dick every time you urinate. 
Some men may have milder symptoms, and 
up to 5 percent will experience no symp¬ 
toms yet still be able to transmit the in¬ 
fection and suffer from its complications. 

The infection may spread to the prostate 
gland, causing the gland to swell and to 
block the flow of urine. Sperm reservoirs at 
the back of the testicles may also become 
infected, and thus your balls will become 
swollen and painful. And the scar tissue that 
is an aftereffect of gonorrhea can block the 
sperm ducts and cause sterility. If scar 
tissue has obstructed the urethra itself, the 
insertion of a catheter may be required. A 
small plastic tube will be pushed into the 
opening in the penis to the bladder so that 
you can take a piss. 

The majority of females with gonorrhea 
are asymptomatic, and some experience 
only slight burning or mild abdominal pain or 
bleeding. Such symptoms may go to¬ 
tally unnoticed or may be misdiagnosed. 
The motion of an infected man’s cock in a 
woman’s vagina transfers some of the 
bacteria to the mucous membranes, the 
protective linings of the vagina. Although 
the gonococci don’t flourish on the walls of 
the vagina, the cervix, at the base of the 
womb, is involved, and the infection 
spreads to the fallopian tubes. If the disease 
goes undetected, and therefore untreated, 
these tubes will fill with pus, often during the 
first menstrual period following the infec¬ 
tion, Then the entire pelvic cavity may 
become abscessed, a condition called 
pelvic inflammatory disease. Many women 
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are rushed to emergency wards with severe 
abdominal pains that resemble acute ap¬ 
pendicitis, only to find they have gonorrhea 
with extreme complications. Often by this 
late date, the development of scar tissue 
has sealed off the fallopian tubes entirely, 
resulting in sterility. 

Also, with the growing popularity of oral 
sex, gonorrhea of the throat has become 
more common in men and women. The 
infection may resemble tonsillitis or strep 
throat but usually produces no symptoms. 

If gonococci enter the bloodstream and 
travel to other parts of the body, they may 
collect by the millions in the joints—elbows, 
knees, ankles, wrists, fingers and toes— 
causing intense pain and swelling and 
eventually severe crippling, Most cases of 
arthritis occur in men and women who have 
asymptomatic genital, oral or rectal infec¬ 
tions. The eyes are also easily infected by 
this bacteria, and blindness can result from 
untreated cases of eye infection. 

Gonorrhea is the most prevalent con¬ 
tagious disease in America because so 
many infected individuals don’t realize they 
have it. It’s often asymptomatic; if you don’t 
know you’ve got it, you won’t have it treated. 
In other words, you can become a fucking 
disaster area without feeling a thing. 

Unlike syphilis, which has remained 


steadily responsive to treatment with pen¬ 
icillin, gonorrhea has been developing a 
resistance to this and other antibiotics. In 
fact, there have been rumors of an in¬ 
curable strain of clap that has evolved in 
Southeast Asia. Unfortunately, in some 
combat zones, antibiotics are readily 
available on the black market to medically 
unqualified people. These people might 
administer an inadequate dose of the drug. 
The stronger gonococci would survive and 
be passed on to other people, speeding up 
the evolution of the bacteria. In fact, more 
virulent strains of gonorrhea have appeared 
in many parts of the world, including the 
U.S.—especially in Western states. 

Penicillin still works quickly and efficient¬ 
ly in the treatment of gonorrhea, but larger 
and larger doses are required to kill the 
bacteria of the more resistant strains— 
there is a limit to the dosage the body can 
take at one time. New and effective drugs 
must be discovered and tested if we expect 
to continue to cure this disease. 

NONSPECIFIC URETHRITIS AND 
TRICHOMONAS VAGINITIS 

Nonspecific urethritis (NSU), an inflam¬ 
mation of the duct that carries urine out 
of the body, is an extremely widespread 
disease whose symptoms mainly affect 


men. Like gonorrhea, the symptoms include 
burning when you take a piss, only usually 
less painful, and the discharge of watery 
fluid as opposed to the thick pus of 
gonorrhea. Doctors know very little about 
this NSU. A woman may happen to be 
carrying the microorganisms that cause the 
infection, She would have them because 
they travel with the sperm. The man and the 
woman must be treated simultaneously, or 
they will reinfect each other. Both partners 
need treatment with tetracycline. 

Mutual reinfection can also occur in the 
most common vaginal infection: tricho¬ 
monas vaginitis. A man will not have any 
symptoms, but a woman will almost go 
crazy with the itching inside her pussy and 
the rotten-smelling, frothy white discharge. 

SYPHILIS 

Syphilis—the most dangerous and de¬ 
bilitating venereal disease—is essentially 
the invasion of the body by a microscopic, 
corkscrew-shaped parasite called a/repo-. 
nema pallidum spirochete (SPY-ro-keet). 
This microorganism has evolved into one of 
the most efficient killers in the world- 
specializing exclusively in human beings. 
Syphilis has wiped out an estimated 100 
million people in the last century. 

This specialization is its weakness. The 
treponema pallidum spirochete is so very 
delicate it can live only a few hours under 
favorable conditions outside the human 
body, which provides the perfect environ¬ 
ment for its survival. The chances of 
catching syphilis from toilet seats, towels 
and drinking glasses are extremely remote, 

The syphilis spirochetes can enter the 
body through the nose, eyes, mouth or an 
open wound on the skin, but screwing 
supplies the ideal conditions for transfer of 
the disease. There are plenty of warm 
juices for the organisms to swim in, and the 
rubbing of the cock against the walls of the 
vagina helps force them through the soft 
mucous membranes of the vaginal walls, or 
the glans (the tip of the penis). 

The spirochetes become established in 
the bloodstream and lymph glands, which 
will carry them to all parts of the body. They 
literally screw themselves through the walls 
of the blood vessels to attack every kind of 
tissue and break down the basic structure 
of each cell they invade. 

You won’t feel—or see—a thing. The 
infection incubates for approximately three 
weeks, but incubation can vary from a few 
days to a few months. Then, at the spot that 
the spirochetes entered your body, a 
chancre appears—a sore, except that term 
is misleading since there is usually no pain, 
itching or burning. 

(continued on page 117) 
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•••d. 

feel 
for it 

“I’m scared to death of the ocean,” Lorilee 
told us, but she thought this was “one of the 
most beautiful spots” she had ever seen. 

Since she claims she’s really into touching, 
it’s no surprise to us that the feel of the water 
and sand enticed this bosomy 19-year-old to 
overcome her fear. For her, touching isn’t just 
sex but a way of communicating. "Anyone 
who’s afraid to touch or fondle is inhibited,” 
Lorilee said, and it appears that she’s not hold¬ 
ing back in her contact with the sea and its 
surroundings. 

However, life isn’t all frolics and fondling for 
this Monrovia, California, model—Lorilee is 
studying to be a medical assistant. “I’m crazy 
about anatomy.” That goes double for us. 
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Lee lit a cigarette and stared out through the frosted 
window of the station. A row of thin, jagged icicles 
hung from the railing of the porch. The main street 
was lined with ridges of snow along the curbs, and 
there were deep drifts of snow in the narrow alleys 
between the shops. For a few moments, he watched 
the smoke cloud the window glass, making the street 
appear grayer and more dismal than it was. Then he 
took a final drag on the cigarette and ground it out 
with his boot against the hardwood floor. “I’m going to 
cruise for a while,” he said. 

“OK.” The chief was at his desk across the room 
filling out a preliminary report on a near drowning that 
had occurred earlier in the afternoon—a ten-year- 
old boy had been ice skating and had fallen through 
the ice on the north end of the lake. He looked up 
before Lee left. “Ellen and I are expecting you for 
Christmas dinner tomorrow. About half past one, all 
right?” 

“Yeah,” Lee said. “That’s fine.” 

In the blue twilight, he slowly drove the squad car 
past closed shops and lightless windows down the 
main street of the town. When he swung onto Lake 
Drive, he had a long view of the lake, a flat, blue-gray 
plain of ice and snow, which, at its farthest edges, 
was almost indistinguishable from the smoky blue 
bills beyond. There were pale-yellow lights in the 
hills, lodged there like early stars. 

He coasted down a long, winding hill to the 
lakeside. The wind was a dry, persistent murmur 
against the car windows. At the northern end of the 
lake, he came to the nightclubs and rock joints: five of 
them right in a row, ail with porches that faced out 
over the lake, and alt of them closed tor the winter 
except the Playpen, which had a flashing neon sign 
out front and Christmas lights strung around one side 
of the parking lot. It was his hangout, the only place to 
pick up cunt within 40 miles. 

He turned the car up Mountain Road, skidding on 
the ice at the base of the hill, shifting into low for better 
traction, and feeling the strain of the engine and tires 
as the hill rose up away from the lake. Along the 
edges of the road, the woods grew dark and thick, the 
snow ghost-drifted in the shadows. The trees were 
broken by summer homes set back off the road, their 
spacious lawns and winding driveways hidden 
beneath the snow, their windov\/s dark and silent. 
Farther up the hill, the homes were more extravagant, 
made of stone and glass, with sweeping sun decks 
and patios. This was why he was here. 




They want a full-time security force all 
year ’round, the chief had told him at the 
end of the summer. There’s a lot of dough 
invested in those houses up on the hill. They 
want to keep them safe. 

I’ll have to think about it, Lee had said. 

It’s not like being a summer cop, the chief 
had warned. This town can be a deadly 
place in winter. Especially for a young guy 
like yourself. 

At the top of the hill, he slowed the car 
down as he drove past the Bennett house. 
He had spent some time last summer 
fooling around with their daughter, Vicki, a 
tough bitch with dark, flashing eyes and a 
body that made him go weak inside. He had 
heard that they might be coming up to 
spend Christmas here, but there was no 
sign of them yet; the house was dark, the 
shades were drawn tight. When Vicki had 
taken him there the previous summer, the 
house had not looked so bleak. 

* * * 

He remembered the day at the end of the 
summer when he was cruising the lake in 
the patrol boat. It was a clear, hot day filled 
with brilliant sunshine, and as he came in 
toward the beach he noticed Vicki, wearing 
the scantiest bikini he'd ever seen. She was 
standing on the raft and waving at him. 

"How about a ride home?" she asked 
when he drew closer. "I don’t have my car 


with me, and I don’t want to wait around for 
daddy to pick me up." 

In the boat, she sat up on the prow, her 
head tossed back, the wind playing with the 
ends of her hair. From behind her, as he 
eased the boat out into open water again, 
Lee had an uninterrupted view of her back. 
Only the thin, fragile string of her top broke 
the even flow of her deep-tanned flesh from 
her shoulders down to the crack of her ass, 
which was visible above the line of her bikini 
pants. Her shoulders were thrust back as if 
she were challenging the headlong rush of 
wind and water, and he could make out the 
delicate curve of her shoulder blades as 
they flexed, ever so gently, now and again. 
When he opened the engine full throttle, the 
water rushing white behind the boat, she 
turned back and shouted to him above the 
engine noise, "Doesn't this make you feel 
so goddamn free?" In spite of the short- 
sleeved navy-blue uniform he wore, he had 
to admit that it did. 

The lake curved east and thinned into a 
long, narrow cove, heavily wooded on both 
sides, the black stillness of the shaded 
water in peaceful contrast to the strong 
wind-drawn currents of the main body of the 
lake. Toward the far end of the cove, the 
Bennetts had built a wooden pier that ran 
out from a brown-shingled boathouse in 
which they kept their two sailing rigs. Lee 


didn’t know much about boats, but he knew 
enough to know that the Bennetts’ crafts 
were the best-looking on the lake. Up a 
steep, wooded path, he could see the back 
end of the house, its second-story windows 
well above the line of the trees. 

"Daddy’s not back yet," she said, looking 
up at the house as Lee guided the patrol 
boat in toward the pier. 

"How can you tell from here?" 

"When he’s here, he’s always up in his 
study, working. That’s his window that faces 
out this way. His desk is right by the window. 
When I was a little girl, he used to let me 
come down here to play because he could 
watch me from there." 

Lee waited as she stepped off of the 
boat, her body unfolding In all its slender 
fullness. She pulled herself gracefully up 
onto the dock. 

"You want to look at our boats?" she 
queried with just the slightest flicker of a 
smile. 

"Sure." He laughed easily as he thought 
of the chief looking for him down at the 
beach. 

He followed her down the pier and into 
the semidarkness of the boathouse. For a 
moment, Lee just stood inside the door, 
listening to the water lapping at the sides 
of the sailboats—no other sound but her 
breathing, as gentle as the water. She stood 
close to him, so close that he could feel the 
trembling of her flesh, as if it were calling out 
to him. She had often flirted with him on the 
beach, but he had felt it was never serious. 
But now he sensed she wasn’t playing. In 
the darkness, her smile was an Invitation, 
not a tease. 

He reached over and pulled her close to 
him, letting his hand drift down her belly, 
squeezing her cunt through the soft nylon of 
her bikini. 

"You know," Vicki said as she leaned 
against him, her hand reaching for the 
zipper of his pants, "ever since I was a little 
girl I’ve dreamed of being fucked in here. It’s 
sexy, don’t you think?" 

"Yes," Lee murmured, kissing her around 
the ears and neck, pulling at her bikini so 
roughly that she twisted her body sideways 
and said, playfully but firmly, "If you rip it, 
how will I explain it to daddy?" 

Then she slipped her fingers inside her 
bikini pants and slid them off. With the same 
deft motion, she pulled her top up over her 
head and dropped it onto the wooden floor. 

"Let’s play out my fantasy all the way,” 
she laughed, stepping out onto the deck of 
the larger of the two boats. Lee watched her 
reach down into the boat and come up with 
a tube of cocoa butter. She dropped the 
tube onto the gleaming white deck and then 
gently lowered herself down, turning over 
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so that her rounded ass was thrust slightly 
upward. 

Lee didn’t bother to undress. Instead, he 
stepped down onto the deck and simply 
pushed his pants down just far enough to be 
comfortable. Then he knelt down over her 
and took the tube of cocoa butter and 
shoved it, like a cock, between her cheeks, 
squeezing the soft plastic tube, feeling the 
oil shoot between his fingers. She moaned 
with the injection of fluid—and moaned 
again, louder, when his cock replaced the 
tube. With his hands placed firmly on the 
cheeks of her ass, he raised and lowered 
himself in steady, thrusting rhythms, feeling 
her tight sheath begin to loosen under his 
pressure, not thinking at all about her 
pleasure, only his own as he built toward his 
climax, holding it back as long as he could 
to heighten it, then giving in to the pull of her 
hole, his cum squirting in hot, jagged bursts 
into her darkness. 

“What good is life without fantasies?’’ she 
laughed as they lay side by side on the cool 
surface of the deck. “I want to fulfill every 
fantasy I’ve ever had.’’ And something in 
her voice made Lee believe that, one way or 
another, she would. 

There was a rustling sound outside, and 
he heard her breath cut suddenly short. 
“Oh, God!’’ she said. “It’s daddy.” 

She jumped up and reached for her bikini 
on the boathouse ramp. She had barely 
gotten both parts on, Lee having hurriedly 
pulled up and zipped his pants, when the 
door opened and a shaft of light was thrown 
across them. In the doorway, the dark sil¬ 
houette of Mr. Bennett, grim shadows on his 
face, stared at them. 

“I’ve got to be going,” Vicki said and 
rushed past her father without looking back 
at Lee. Mr. Bennett glared at him. When he 
spoke, his voice was controlled, but it made 
the anger swelling beneath it all the more 
dangerous. He looked at Lee with utter 
contempt, as if Lee were the lowest scum of 
the earth. “The cops here work for me. 
They’re the paid servants of the people who 
own this town. If I ever catch you around my 
daughter again, I’ll make sure you live to 
regret it. Do you understand me, boy?” 

The road now curved sharply ahead of 
him. The entire valley was spread out below 
him: sky, mountains, ice, each stained a 
different shade of blue. Small, uneven cir¬ 
cles of light trembled through the dark¬ 
ness, and he felt transfixed by their soft, ten¬ 
tative glow. When he stopped the car and 
turned off the engine, he groped in his pock¬ 
ets for a cigarette. He sure could use a 
piece of Vicki right now, he thought. Rich 
bitch or not, she was the best piece of ass 
he’d ever had. God, was he sick of the dumb 


farm cunt he’d been fucking ail winter. 

Lee realized that his experience with life 
reduced itself to a case of the rich fucking 
the poor, the powerful raping the helpless. 
In the Pennsylvania town where he grew up, 
the men—his father among them—grew old 
and wasted before their time, working 12- 
hour shifts in the mines while the fat cats sat 
in air-conditioned offices and drove home 
at 4:30 in company limousines to their fancy 
ranch houses in the suburbs. He thought he 
would escape when he quit high school and 
enlisted in the army. There he found the 
same shit—the NCOs and the brass always 
pulling rank, kicking ass in every way they 
could. He developed an attitude of passive 
resistance, did as little work as he had to, 
and waited for the day when he would be on 
his own again. 

But when the day of his discharge finally 
came, he was unprepared for it, as if it had 
crept up on him and had caught him off 
guard. For a month he hung around near the 
base until he ran out of money. In the spring, 
he drifted north to this town and took the 
summer job policing beaches, just to give 
himself more time to decide what he was 
going to do with his life. In the fall, when the 
chief asked him to stay on, he agreed and, 
he thought bitterly now, he’d ended up be¬ 
ing the one thing he swore he’d never be 
again: a lackey for the upper classes. 


Later that night, Lee got slowly drunk at 
the Playpen. A country-and-western band 
played from a revolving stand over the bar. 
He leaned lazily against the bar and let the 
noise and movement of the bodies on the 
dance floor fill his senses. In some way, the 
Playpen made him feel connected to his 
past. No matter where he’d been in the five 
years since he left home, there was a 
roadside bar like this for him to hang around 
in. The music was different, depending 
upon what part of the country he was in, but 
the feeling was the same. Sometimes he 
thought if he could ever get the money 
together he’d buy a place like this. Only he’d 
keep it open every night, winter and sum¬ 
mer, not just on weekends, and fill it with the 
best-looking cunt he could find. 

“Hey, McCabe,” a girl's voice said behind 
him. 

Vicki Bennett stood there, looking out of 
place among the locals and smiling at him 
in a way that said he should be pleased she 
had singled him out. Her eyes had the same 
dark sparkle and challenge he remembered 
from the summer. 

“How you been?” 

“Lousy,” Vicki said. “What a down this 
place is in the winter.” 

"The county’s best prospects are here 
tonight,” Lee said, indicating the crowds of 
guys lounging along the bar. 


DECEMBER 


91 



























“Hot-rodders and farm boys," she said, 
her mouth turned down in her characteristic 
gesture of contempt. Then she laughed and 
smiled her dry. Ivy League smile. “Buy me a 
drink?" 

“Sure." Lee motioned to Frank at the 
other end of the bar. “How long you up for?" 

“It depends on when daddy has to go 
back to the city. He doesn’t know yet." 

“What are you drinking?" the bartender 
asked her. 

“A dreamboat." 

“A what?" Frank asked. 

“A dreamboat," she repeated, sharper 
this time. 

“Never heard of it. What's it got in it?" 

“Galliano, vodka, Cointreau, orange juice 
and milk." She reeled them off in a way that 
said any asshole should know how to make 
one. 

“We don’t have no Galliano," Frank said 
without expression. 

“Can you make a beer?" she hissed at 
him. And when Frank went down to the 
opposite end of the bar, she said to Lee, 
“Jesus, McCabe, how can you stand this 
dumb hick town?" 

‘Tm going to get out of here soon," Lee 
said. 

The band shifted downward into a slow, 
mournful ballad. The singer’s voice whined 
above the twanging guitars. “This music’s 
driving me up a wall," Lee said. “Let’s go 
back to my place." 

In the darkness of his cabin, he grabbed 
her under the rough woolen army blankets. 
He remembered how brown her skin was 
in August when he had fucked her in the 
boathouse. He hadn't had the chance to be 
alone with her after that; she always had her 
college friends coming up to visit. And when 
her friends were here, she never paid much 
attention to him, instead withdrawing con¬ 
temptuously back inside her class, the 
idle, affluent young jet-setters that he half 
envied, half loathed from afar. But now 
neither her father nor class distinctions 
stood between them; she groaned as if she 
had no other life than this, as if she had no 
past or future, nothing but this moment in 
the black stillness of the Adirondack night. 

He rubbed his thick callused hands over 
the smooth, rounded curves of her tits, 
scissored her nipples with his fingers and 
plunged his fist into her cunt, not bothering 
to begin gently to warm her up. Vicki 
squirmed and begged for his cock. Rich or 
poor, he thought, they’re all the same in the 
sack. He lifted himself over her and jammed 
his rod into her dripping hole, pounding hard 
like a nonstop piston, as if he'd stored all of 
his energy up for the past two months of the 
winter, waiting for this opportunity to pound 
her pussy, as if Vicki represented both the 


Lee pointed his 
cock iike a hose 
and shot into 
Vicki’s face^ 
thinking, this 
one’s for your rich 
daddy._ 

source as well as the escape from his 
frustrations, the vehicle on which he could 
ride out his emptiness, the deadly boredom 
of winter in this town, the disgust he had 
harbored for all the cow-eyed farm cunts he 
had screwed night after night in this 
interminable winter, the stinking prison of 
helplessness he’d been captive in all his 
life. 

She twisted under him, jerked, trembled, 
her body convulsing in spasms of pleasure 
as he felt his cum scaldingthrough his cock 
like the ignited wire of a fuse that would set 
off a tumultuous charge in the powder keg 
of her cunt. 

Afterward, in the darkness, her voice was 
soft. “The first time I came up here to the 
summer place was when I was six," she 
said. “I couldn’t get over how dark it got at 
night. Like this. So dark I couldn’t see my 
hand in front of my face. After my parents 
went to bed, I would lie awake in my room 
and be afraid that if I went to sleep I'd get 
swallowed up in the darkness and dis¬ 
appear." 

Lee groped for his cigarettes on the table 
beside the bed, listening to her voice rise 
and fall in the darkness. In the glow of the 
match, she looked at him and smiled, just 
the slightest trace of her familiar sneer in it. 
Then the smile and her face flickered back 
into darkness. “Now I’m a big girl," her voice 
said beside him. “I’m not afraid anymore." 

Something about the way Vicki said it 
made Lee grind his cigarette out against the 
wall of the cabin and mount her again. His 
cock responded, and within seconds it was 
as stiff and as hard as the muzzle of his 
pistol. He fucked her in the same silent, 
merciless way as before, driving down into 
her as if his cock were a drill and her 
cunt a rich vein to be mined. He was going 
to dig up every bit of her cunt ore, plunder 
her rich deposits, strip every fucking thing 
he could out of her. In his cock, rosy, juicy 
sensations seemed to swell up the shaft to 
the head of his prick in alternately smooth 
and turbulent ripples. He shoved his left 
hand under her and grabbed for the crack of 
her ass, wedging three fingers up into her 
asshole. He worked her tits with his other 
hand, cupping them and squeezing them, 
pulling them upward and.-tightening his 
grasp as he reached the nipples, as if he 


were milking them, j-erking them off like they 
were cocks pregnant with cum. 

Then he pulled himself up out of her, his 
cock hanging taut over her cunt. He slid 
upward until his ass rested against her tits 
and his prick touched the lips of her mouth. 
She opened her mouth and took it, and he 
leaned upward to get it at a more rewarding 
angle. He imagined how her face looked 
sucking him off in the darkness, straining 
furiously—at the mercy of his cock. He felt 
the cum building inside him, and he jerked 
his prick out of her mouth just as he started 
to come. With his hand, he pointed it as if it 
were a hose and shot the burning fluid into 
her face, aiming for her eyes and nose and 
mouth, thinking, this one’s for your old man, 
for your daddy. 

And then, 15 minutes later, when she said 
she had toJeave because her father would 
be worrying about her, he fucked her again, 
hard and long and bitter, until she lay still 
and gentle as a lamb beneath him. 

When she finally did get up and start to 
get dressed, he said, “You know, I been 
thinking about getting out of here soon, 
maybe heading down your way—to New 
York." 

“That’s nice," she said absently. 

“How about giving me your phone num¬ 
ber, and I'll call you when I get there?" 

“That’s not a good idea," she said, in the 
same absent, offhand manner She was 
feeling around on the floor at the foot of the 
bed. “Hey, McCabe, where’s my other 
sock?" 

“Why not?" he persisted. 

“Why not what?" 

“Why isn’t it a good idea?" 

“Well, you know," she said, coming up 
with her sock. 

Lee grabbed her wrist and made her look 
at him. “No, I don’t know." 

“Don’t spoil it, baby, OK?" 

“You mean I’m not good enough for you, 
right? It’s OK up here in the dark, but don’t 
bring it out in the light where everybody can 
see it. Is that it, bitch? Is it?" 

She jerked her wrist free and pulled on 
her sock. “Don’t be a bore, McCabe." 

Lee got up and went over to the dresser 
and lit a cigarette, trying to control the 
trembling of his hand. “Get out of here," he 
whispered in a tight, controlled voice. “Get 
out of here before I really do a job on you." 
* * * 

“You’re not sorry you stayed on, are 
you?" the chief asked from behind him. 

Lee didn’t like to think about it. When he 
turned away from the bay window and 
came back into the parlor, the chief handed 
him a glass of brandy. “No," he said. “I like it 
fine." 

“The Bennetts are up," the chief said. 
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"Vicki’s up, too,” he added. Lee felt himself 
getting angry, and he turned away so the 
chief wouldn’t see. 

"Bennett called me up,” the chief con¬ 
tinued. "Didn’t want us to worry if we saw 
the lights on at his place. Says he's leaving 
tomorrow morning.” 

Despite himself, Lee felt a pang of regret. 
Vicki was leaving in the morning. He wanted 
her to stay. 

When they sat down for dinner, the 
chief’s gray eyes became sharper and 
more intense. "This Christmas marks my 
25th year in this town,” he told Lee.* "A 
quarter of a century.” He turned to his wife, 
who sat across from him. "It's hard to 
believe, isn't it, Ellen?” 

"Time does go by,” she said, passing Lee 
the plate of baked ham. 

"Twenty-five winters like this one. Snow 
on the ground from November to April. 
Before I met Ellen, 1 used to sit in the station 
in the middle of January, horny as hell, with 
the snow falling outside the windows, and 
I'd think I was the only living thing in the 
county. Except for the deer and the rabbits." 
He took a long sip from his wineglass and 
wiped his lips with the linen napkin. "It’s 
funny,” he said, "how in the middle of winter 
it’s so easy to forget there ever was a 
summer, and in the summer, on a clear, hot 
day, with the sun beating down on all the 
activity of the lake, you forget what the 
winter is like.” 

* * * 

The next afternoon he was on duty at the 
north end of the lake, which the local kids 
used as an ice skating rink. It was dusk, and 
everyone had gone home except for two 
boys who were out playing hockey on the 
ice. From inside the car, he watched Joey 
Skinner maneuver the puck around his 
friend and with a quick, firm stroke push it 
into the fireplace logs that served as a 
makeshift goal. 

The chief’s voice on the radio broke 
through Lee’s reverie. "Someone was seen 
prowling around the Bennett place a little 
while ago. Check it out, will you?” 

"There’s still a couple of kids out here,” 
Lee said. 

"They’ll be OK,” the chief said. "Better go 
on up and have a look.” 

Lee watched the boys for several mo¬ 
ments more, then reluctantly started the 
engine. 

The roads were choked and thick with 
snow, so it took him almost 45 minutes to 
get to the Bennett house. On Lake Drive, the 
wind drove the snow in blinding eddies, so 
that even with the wipers beating at full 
speed he could barely make out the road in 
front of him. Twice he slid off the road into 
snowbanks, and he had to jockey back and 


He stormed 
through the girl’s 
empty house, 
smashing sculp¬ 
tures and paintings, 
his head pound- 
ing with rage. 

forth from reverse to forward a half-dozen 
times before he was able to jerk the car free. 
On the hill itself, the tire chains groped for 
traction, the car creeping forward at less 
than ten miles an hour, Lee cursing the 
snow as if it were a live presence sent 
deliberately to thwart him. It seemed to him 
that he had spent a lifetime—not just one 
winter—in this snow, battling for visibility, for 
easy footing, the ball-breaking climb always 
uphill, every moment a hazard, faced as he 
was with slipping and falling backward to 
where he had started from. 

When Lee finally reached the Bennett 
house, he stopped the car in the middle of 
the road and left the motor running. He had 
just gotten out of the car when the chiefs 
voice on the radio brought him back. 

"Joey Skinner fell through the ice. The 
other boy couldn’t get to him in time.” 

"Oh, God,” Lee said. And for the first time 
in years he felt close to crying. 

"Lee, are you there?” 

"Yeah,” he said aftera moment, his voice 
far away. "I’m here.” 

"Did you check up there yet?” 

"I just got here.” 

"All right. Come on back down to the lake 
when you get through, OK?” 

Lee sat there numbed, his eyes watching 
the snow fall outside the car windows as 
if they were disembodied, without feeling, 
without memory or pain. After some time, he 
got out of the car and followed a set of 
footprints that led in through the woods in 
the direction of the house. There was a 
gaping, ragged-edged hole in the large 
window that faced out over the patio. Glass 
had splintered down over the snow like 
pieces of ice. 

Through the falling snow the broken 
window seemed dark and menacing. It 
gaped back at him. Behind him, the wind 
made a low, rushing sound in the trees. 

When he looked up at the window, the 
snow seemed suspended there, caught in a 
draft of darkness. 

After trying the doors, he balanced on the 
railing of the patio and pulled himself up 
through the window without getting cut. For 
a moment, he stood just inside the living 
room, awestruck by the ornately carved 
wooden furniture, the chandeliers, the thick 
oriental carpets, the geometric paintings on 


the walls. He felt out of place, as if he were 
trespassing and at any moment someone 
would yell at him to get out. He took a step 
forward into the room and saw a rock about 
the size of a baseball lying in a small pool of 
water near the dining alcove. 

He searched through the house and 
found everything else in place. When he 
came, to^.icki’s roorn^ he stopped and 
looked , arpurid- at 4t,. Everythihg was neat 
and ordered and in its proper place. There 
was;^t.ho\srnell of, pef1ume,^and on her 
dressen he^saw the bottles; rriaybe 50 or 60 
of thenT-stoppere'd, thTpale liquid'shimmer¬ 
ing tbT.pu^h the crystal. gla.ss.If be bed was 
carefully, made,..up firmly 
berteatP^the pill.ovS/^vThen he noticed the 
pictures onLthe walL He, werrt closer to 
inspect them';sawthat meyyv^'repictures of 
some big society ball, long white 

dresses, guys Ind tuxedos. There was 
a picture of; Vicki; dancing with her father. 
Vicki was smiling' that same defiant sneer 
that said fuck you :lo the rest of the world. 
Her father had the exact same smile. Lee 
felt something erupting inside him, and he 
began to rip the pictures from the wall and 
hurl them across the room. He dropped the 
picture of Vicki dancing with her father to 
the floor and crushed his boot into it, the 
glass frame crackling beneath his weight. 
With one sweep of his arm, he sent the 
perfume bottles crashing to the floor, their 
stench rising around him in billowing waves 
that nauseated him. He ppped the covers 
from the bed, overturned the mattress and 
pulled her dresser onto the floor in a thun¬ 
dering crash. Then he stormed throughout 
the house smashing sculptures, paintings, 
breaking lamps, upsetting everything he 
could pry loose with his hands, his body 
working into a terrible sweat, his head 
pounding with the blind fever of his rage. 

When there was nothing left for him to 
defile, he staggered outside, down the path 
that led to the car. He slumped, drained and 
exhausted, onto the front seat. His breath 
rasping, he called the chief. "Someone’s 
kicked the shit out of the place,” he heard 
himself saying. 

Lee drove the car back down the hill to his 
cabin, where he smashed it into a snow¬ 
bank and then left it there, the police light 
flashing red stains across the snow. Inside 
the cabin, he took off his uniform and put on 
jeans and a jacket. He packed somethings 
and threw his duffel bag into the back of his 
beat-up Chevy convertible. As he rode out 
on Lake Drive, he passed the north end of 
the lake, where he could see a small group 
of dark figures huddled out on the ice. 
On the far shore of the lake, the red light of 
the chief’s car flashed purposelessly into 
the blue winter darkness.^ 
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Do you have an unusual story to tell con¬ 
cerning your sexual encounters? If you do, 
write it down and send it to HUSTLER’S Kinky 
Korner, the section of the magazine written 
by the readers for the readers. We pay $t00 
for each story published. Your submission 
shouid be approximately nine typed pages in 
length and accompanied by a self-addressed, 
stamped return envelope. 


HERE CUMS SANTA CLAUS 


KMKY 

MORHER 


didn’t seem to be a working girl and 
impressed me as being kind of quiet. I did 
most of the talking during our encounter, 
and she just smiled and nodded her head. 
The combination of her innocence and 
good looks was really turning me on. 

She was the kind of girl that I normally 
wouldn’t have enough courage even to 
approach, let alone talk to, but I couldn’t 
pass up the opportunity with this girl. After 
more small talk, I asked her if she’d like to go 
out with me. 

I was surprised when she agreed, and we 
made a date for dinner. Her name was Ann, 
and as I said, she was the quiet type; but we 
had a friendly dinner, and I had no trouble 
convincing her to go back to my place for 
a drink. 

It turned out that she was really hot to 
jump in the sack. She lived with her parents, 
and since she didn’t work she didn’t meet a 
lot of people. Her shyness was also a 
problem, she told me. 

Whatever the reason, it was all right with 
me. She had long, light-brown hair, and I 
pulled it back and started nibbling her ear 
and kissing her neck. She began breathing 
heavily right away. My right hand went 
immediately to her breasts. They felt warm 
and very soft even through her bra. I began 
kissing her neck, unbuttoning her blouse 
and moving my kisses lower and lower. I 
pulled her bra straps down and reached 
around to unfasten the harness as I kissed 
and sucked her tits. 

She had wide, flat nipples, and I would 
take them in my mouth and pull on them, 
and then tongue them as her moaning 
increased. The only move she made during 
this time was to push out her chest to offer 
me those beautiful white tits. 

I ran my hand over her stomach, lowered 
it to her crotch and started sucking her 
boobs. She responded to this by pumping 
her ass up and down as I squeezed her 
pussy. I raised her skirt and ran my hand 
inside her panties, and when my fingers slid 
along her wet snatch, she really went wild. 

She grabbed my hand, and I thought she 
was going to pull it away, but instead she 
held the back of my hand and rubbed it even 
harder on her cunt. This kind of response 
was really turning me on, so I started kissing 
her stomach. She enjoyed this, but when I 
prepared to go down on her she drew back 
and tightened her grip on my hand. 

Pussy eating was definitely out of the 
question for her. She just wanted me to con¬ 
tinue to play with her wet pussy. This at¬ 
titude kind of put a damper on things, but 
when I inserted a finger into her hot snatch, 
she loosened her grip and began to get 
back into the mood. Her gyrating ass and 
heavy breathing got me back into the mood, 
and I soon learned that she had no 
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by Raoul Robino 

Five years ago I worked as one of those 
volunteer bell-ringing Santas and collected 
money for a local charity. The job turned 
into an experience I’ve been dying to tell 
about in Kinky Korner because it was one of 
the greatest Christmas seasons of my life. 

It also turned into the greatest pussy sea¬ 
son I ever had, and all because I was 
wearing a Santa Claus suit. I first noticed 
the advantages of wearing the suit when 
people would interrupt their usual big city 
rush to chat with Santa, many of whom were 
young mothers or even single chicks. 

Before long, I realized that this was an 
opportunity to talk to chicks whom I would 
normally be too shy to approach, especially 
out on the street. 1 found that while I was 
hidden behind my Santa getup, 1 could 
come on to these chicks and even ask them 
out without being embarrassed or running 
the risk of getting my ass in trouble. After all, 
they were talking to Santa Claus, not me. 

Some girls got angry, but most of the time 
they not only warmed to my advances but 
actually took me up on them. I found myself 
spending lunch breaks in nearby apart¬ 
ments or hotel rooms, getting it on with hot 
cunts who were getting a lot more personal 
satisfaction from their donation than they 
had imagined. 

There wasn't an evening that went by 
when I wasn't getting my rocks off nestled 
between some girl's legs. I had considered 
myself lucky to get a piece of ass once a 
week before this, and now I had all the 
pussy I wanted. In fact, I could pick and 
choose from the young asses that wiggled 
by my corner. 

Not only was I able to score with young 
chicks but with older women, too. Any 
woman with a nice body was eligible to 
become Santa’s helper. And even as all this 
was happening to me, I was still amazed 
that I was getting all the pussy I wanted just 
because I wore a Santa Claus suit. I won¬ 
dered if my fellow workers were doing as 
well as I was. 

For example, one day a girl carrying an 
armload of packages stopped by. I offered 
to hold her shopping bags while she rum¬ 
maged around for some coins, and we 
struck up a conversation. 

She was very well dressed and had a 
wool scarf wrapped around her head. She 







serious hang-ups about fucking with me. 

I slipped her panties off, dropped my 
drawers and gently pushed her back onto 
the couch. I was still wearing my shirt and 
socks, and she had her blouse and bra half 
off while her skirt was up around her waist. I 
licked and kissed at her tits as I climbed on 
top of her. Then I guided my cock to her 
cunt hole and pushed it inside. She was hot 
and tight, and I thought I might blow my wad 
right away. Her pussy was superwet, and as 
I slid my cock in, I could feel the hot meat of 
her snatch gripping it. As I began pumping 
in and out, she started thrusting her cunt up 
to meet me. Her eyes were closed and her 
mouth was open, and she was moaning 
very loudly. 

She’d been running her fingers through 
my hair, and when she came I thought she 
was going to pull it out. As she jerked my 
hair with every spasm, her cunt muscles 
tugged at my pole, and that brought me off 
in a great orgasm. 

When I had finished, she immediately 
began rearranging her clothes. I realized 
she had all the natural qualities of a good 
lay; she only needed a little training. We met 
for the next couple of nights, and although 
she still wouldn’t let me go down on her, she 
remained a hot number. And besides, I was 
beginning to like her very much. 

Then I met Diana. She was a skinny chick 
who came walking down the street with her 
coat open in spite of the cold. She stopped 
to make a donation, and she started to 
come on pretty strong, which was a switch 
for me. I took her up on her offer, and I found 
out it wasn’t a joke. I liked Ann but felt that 
should not keep me from pursuing my 
newfound ability to pick up chicks, so I 
showed up at Diana’s apartment. She in¬ 
vited me in and suddenly began kissing 
me. Then she led me into her bedroom and 
began taking off my clothes. She told me 
to lie, on the bed and then slid off her black 
oriental robe to display a thin but well-pro¬ 
portioned body. 

She went down on me immediately, and 
my soft cock started popping up right away. 
It turned me on to hear her saliva gurgle in 
her mouth. As soon as I was hard, she rolled 
me onto my stomach and started kissing 
the small of my back. Slowly she worked 
down to the cheeks of my ass, then down to 
my thighs. As she worked back up to my ass 
and started licking along the crack, I began 
humping the bed. I tingled every time I felt 
her tongue flick my skin. 

My balls tightened as she ran her tongue 
around my asshole. No one had ever given 
me a rim-job, and I knew now what I had 
been missing. 

Then she rolled me onto my side and 
worked her tongue from my asshole up to 
my balls. After she tongued each nut, she 


My balls 
tightened as 
she ran her 
tongue around 
my asshole. 


licked the shaft of my cock and began to 
give me head again. 

I pulled her ass up to me so that we could 
“69,” but first 1 wanted to return the favor 
and lick her ass. I spread her cheeks with 
my hand and then stabbed my tongue 
directly at her brown eye. She sat up and 
pushed her ass back against my face and 
began rotating her hips as I licked and 
probed at her shit box. 

I moved back around to her cunt and 
began licking it for all I was worth. As I ran 
my tongue up and down her snatch, I also 
rubbed my nose in it, stopping occasionally 
to suck and nibble at her fat clit. In a matter 
of minutes, she was coming, biting at my 
groin and saying, “Oooh, yes. Oooh, yes.’,’ 

When she’d had her last spasm, she 
raised up into doggy-style position and 
asked me to fuck her in the ass. I got to my 
knees and stuck my cock in her cunt to get it 
wet. Then I placed the head of my cock at 
her asshole. She pressed back against it, 
and I penetrated her ass with no trouble. As 
I shoved my cock all the way in and began 
slow, humping motions, I reached around 
and began fingering her clit. 

She started coming again, and this 
started to bring me off. I grabbed her by the 
hips and began pounding into her. When we 
finished, we lay back on the bed, exhausted 
and totally satisfied. 

Diana and 1 started seeing each other 
regularly, but I was still interested in Ann 
and had to keep my schedule carefully 
planned so that I could see them both 
without getting caught. Of course, 1 was still 
seeing other girls at lunchtime or late at 
night after I’d left Diana or Ann. 

Those two girls had me going, though. 
Ann was probably the nicest girl I had ever 
known, and her sex training was coming 
along nicely. But Diana was the wildest lay 
I’d ever had. I’d never had so much pussy in 
my life—at least once a night. 

Although I finally convinced Ann to give 
me a blow-job while I massaged her cunt, 
she wouldn’t let me eat her out. 

It was obvious she had never sucked 
cock before. At first she kissed it a bit and 
then took it in her mouth and began a simple 


up-and-down motion. This is one part of her 
training that I enjoyed. I told her to use her 
tongue on my cock, and that, when she took 
it in her mouth, she should move up and 
down slowly, with her lips wrapped tightly 
around it, and keep her tongue pressed 
against it. I also taught her to pay particular 
attention to the head. 

When she gave me head, I usually had 
two fingers working in and out of her snatch 
white my thumb pressed against her clit. 
She would lie on her side facing me, and I 
could watch her expressions as she sucked 
me off—up to the point of taking my cum in 
her mouth. When it got that far, she just 
jacked my load out of me and watched the 
sperm shoot into the air. 

On the other hand, Diana didn’t need to 
be taught anything, and I even learned a few 
things from her. Although she could be a 
bitch at times, I really enjoyed screwing her. 
Once, when Diana was blowing me, she 
stopped just before I was ready to shoot and 
squeezed my prick. She kept this up until no 
amount of squeezing could hold back my 
wad. 

She made up for it by sucking and 
fondling my cock until she had it hard again. 
She rubbed my first cum load between her 
small tits and pushed them together and 
had me fuck between them. There wasn’t 
much flesh there, but it was still a wild 
feeling. When her tits began to get dry, she 
covered them with hand lotion. It felt cold on 
my cock at first, but the lubrication was so 
good that it only took me a few minutes to 
shoot another wad, right onto her neck and 
face. 

She wiped my cum off with her hands and 
then sucked it off her fingers, smiling at me 
the whole time. After that particular ex¬ 
change, we kept fucking and sucking 
through the night. 

It couldn’t last. One evening when Ann 
and I were in the middle of a hot session, 
Diana started pounding at the door. I 
wouldn’t have answered it, but Diana 
started hollering for me. I’d forgotten that I’d 
asked her to come over. Diana was mad 
because I stood her up for another girl, and 
Ann was furious and very embarrassed by 
the interruption at that particular time. 
Although I eventually talked Diana into 
seeing me again, I couldn’t convince her to 
see me regularly. Ann refused to speak to 
me anymore. The Christmas season was 
past, and my steady supply of pussy was 
gone—down the drain. 

It went slowly for me during the course of 
the next year, but the very next Christmas 
season once again proved that the Santa 
costume was still useful for picking up girls. 
Each year I look forward to that merry sea¬ 
son so that I can bring my pussy-hunting 
suit out of the closet.^ 
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(continued from page 44) 
control me, so far. I leave notes under her 
door, and she laughs at me. She says, “You 
tool, you’re a retarded child. You're an 
imbecile.’’ I love that. I like difficult things to 
overcome—difficult, beautiful, intelligent 
things, to overcome. I don’t want it too easy. 
Here's a woman. She looks great, and she's 
not even interested in me. To make her 
interested brings out your personality, 
brings out something in you, makes you do 
things you otherwise wouldn’t do. 
HUSTLER: But a lot of your relationships 
with women, at least as they are expressed 
through your writing, seem to be mind 
games, a way to get her, a way to make her 
respond. 

BUKOWSKI: Yes, that’s true. I’m not totally 
OK. All my women say to me, “You love 
arguments: you love all this battle.’’ It’s just 
drama. Conquer, screaming. Open win¬ 
dows. Passion. It’s good. I want action. And 
the way to get action is to battle something. 
HUSTLER: Is it true that women don’t 
respect men that they conquer? 
BUKOWSKI: Definitely. They don't want 
toadies. They don’t want ass kissers. They 
want someone tough that they can bring 
down and make weep in the middle of the 
night. Women are the same as men. 
HUSTLER: What do you hate most about 
yourself? 

BUKOWSKI: That I’m feeling better all the 
time, and I can’t understand it or accept it. 
HUSTLER: You mean that success has 
changed you? 

BUKOWSKI: Yes, it has. It’s given me a 
fatter head. One of my girlfriends said, 
“Your head can’t get any fatter because 
you had a fat head to start with.’’ Which is 
true, too. The thing I hate most about myself 
is that I feel more comfortable, and that may 
put a dent in my writing because you have 
to be frantic and half mad to create. This is 
why I get involved with young women. 
They’re always going to tear my guts out, 
and that’s going to help me keep going on. 
In other words, I almost look for trouble in 
order not to be comfortable. 

HUSTLER: Was it your suffering that made 
you the writer you are? 

BUKOWSKI: Suffering? I don’t know about 
that word. 

HUSTLER: Well, it seems to come across 
in your writings—from my point of view. 
BUKOWSKI: Well, the difference between 
me and the average writer, I think, is I live 
differently. And that’s all. Most writers make 
it early, and then they keep writing. They 
have nothing to write about except being 
writers, you see. There’s no meat there. So I 


Women don’t want 
ass kissers but 
someone tough 
they can make 
weep in the night. 


was lucky because I lived like everybody 
else and am able to, I think, relate that living 
back onto the paper. 

HUSTLER: Then would you say your life 
has been good? 

BUKOWSKI: Shit, no. It’s been bad. 
HUSTLER: Why are there so few really 
good erotic writers in the United States? 
BUKOWSKI: Why are there so few writers 
of any kind in the United States? 
HUSTLER: There are hundreds of writers 
turning out words for everything from TV 
Guide to the great American novel. 
BUKOWSKI: You call that writing? It’s 
words on paper. 

HUSTLER: I won’t digress and get into the 
position of rating contemporary writers. 
BUKOWSKI: Oh, 1 can get into that posi¬ 
tion. 1 can’t read any of them. I think they all 
stink. 

HUSTLER: Is there any writer that you 
admire? 

BUKOWSKI: Not a living one. 

HUSTLER: What writer, living or dead, can 
you read? 

BUKOWSKI: Well, Celine. Do you know 
Journey to the End of the Night? 1 laughed 
all the way through Journey. I said, “Here’s 
a son of a bitch who can really write better 
than I can.’’ I read that whole book through 
in bed, laughing—real good laughter, you 
know. It was great. And, of course, Dos¬ 
toevski, he was a tough,..^.qy. But there 
aren’t many like him; they just don’t show up 
now. 

HUSTLER: What do you think of Harold 
Norse as an erotic writer, a contemporary of 
yours who has written for HUSTLER? 
BUKOWSKI: I haven’t read much of his 
prose. He’s a good poet at times, but 
basically he's too poetic. He's not raw 
enough. He’s too educated, and he’s too 
careful. He hurts inside, but he doesn’t get it 
down right. He’s a Poet, capital P. When he 
takes a shit, he says, “I’m a Poet.’’ When he 
walks down the street he says, “I’m a Poet.’’ 
When he drinks a cup of coffee, “I’m a 
Poet.’’ What a writer has to do is forget that 
he’s a writer, if he can. That’s the problem 
with most of these bastards: They never 
forget. You must forget and things happen. 
Then you remember what happened, and 
you become a writer when you have to. 
That's a hell of a holy thing to say, but I can’t 


help it. It’s just the way I feel about it. 
HUSTLER: Would you characterize your¬ 
self as being an alcoholic? 

BUKOWSKI: Hell, yes. 

HUSTLER: Why do you drink so much? 
BUKOWSKI: Basically, I’m a very bashful 
person—I’ve got a lot of self-doubt—but at 
the same time I have a tremendous ego. 
Something about alcohol erases the self¬ 
doubt and allows the ego to come out. I’ve 
had a lot of experiences and, I think, one 
thing about drinking is, it leads you to 
avenues you would never find if you didn't 
drink. You take chances, you take gambles. 
One time I was coming from the racetrack. I 
had had a fight with my girlfriend, and when I 
fight with a woman I get very upset. I had 
won about $180 that night, and I was 
drunker than shit. So I’m driving along, and 
when I stopped for a moment at a stop sign, 
four black guys in a car behind me hit my 
bumper and pushed me a little. When a 
guy's had a fight with a woman you don’t 
want to mess with him, you know. He’s a 
killer. So I let them go around me. They went 
up to the next stop sign, and I went up and 
pushed their bumper—hard. At the next 
stop sign, I pushed their bumper harder, and 
all of a sudden they started trying to get 
away—four black guys, big—and I’m 
following them. We’re turning corners, we're 
screeching. Here’s one white old man 
chasing four black young cats in a car. “Ah, 
I’ll kill you,’’ I yelled. We’re skidding, just like 
a movie, and I feel like I can do it, you know. 
When you feel like you can do it, who 
knows? We’re screeching, and suddenly 
they pull up to a curb and I park behind 
them. Finally I’m going to get to beat the shit 
out of all four of these guys. They could 
have been white; they just happened to be 
black, you know. I’m antiblack, true. I’m 
antiyellow, antianything. Anyway, I opened 
my car door and got out. I’m in a big pea 
coat that makes me look bigger than I am. I 
came stalking up, and I’m ready to grab 
them...and the minute I start moving 
toward their car, vhroom, they took off. I 
jumped back in my car, but I lost them. 
HUSTLER: Did you say you’re antiblack? 
BUKOWSKI: Yeah. I’m antiblack, also 
antiyellow. 

HUSTLER: Are you antiwhite? 
BUKOWSKI: Yes, I am 
HUSTLER: What is it about blacks that you 
dislike? 

BUKOWSKI: They drive four in a car. And 
they hit my bumper. Anyway, drinking leads 
you into avenues where courage can’t take 
you. 

HUSTLER: Or wisdom refuses to. 
BUKOWSKI: Things happen. Drinking 
makes things happen. 

HUSTLER: Have you ever been put in jail 
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for trying to get away with that kind of shit? 
BUKOWSKI: I’ve been in prison, 
HUSTLER: What for? 

BUKOWSKI: Draft dodging. 

HUSTLER: Well, that’s very noble. When 
was that? 

BUKOWSKI: World War II. That was a big 
war. 

HUSTLER: That was before it was fash¬ 
ionable to dodge. 

BUKOWSKI: Yeah, I did it before it became 
a good thing. 1 can’t differentiate between a 
good war and a bad war. I figure you get 
killed in both—somebody will get murdered. 
HUSTLER: Were you simply afraid of 
getting killed? Is that it? 

BUKOWSKI: I wasn’t afraid of getting 
killed. What bothered me was being 
wakened up in the barracks at 5:30 A.M. by 
some asshole with a bugle or some 
sergeant running in. Also what worried me 
was being a buddy with all these good- 
humor creatures. 

HUSTLER: They probably would have shot 
you when you weren't looking. 
BUKOWSKI: On Saturday night, you know. 
"Hey, let’s all go to town and get fucked!" 
That would tear me to pieces. 

HUSTLER: What about the patriotism that 
was displayed in those days? 
BUKOWSKI: I passed on all that shit. 
Because once you remove an enemy, a 


new enemy appears. Once you remove an 
enemy, you take his place. You take up 
some of the things that you wanted to 
eradicate. There is no war to cure war. But 1 
wasn’t really a draft dodger I just forgot to 
leave a change of address, so they picked 
me up and took me to the psychiatrist, and 
he asked me three questions: "Do you 
believe in the war?" I said, "No." He said, 
"Are you willing to go to the war?" I said, 
"Yes," I had some grand ideaof jumpingout 
of a transport, grabbing a machine gun and 
getting the hell out of there. I couldn’t do it. 
I’d be too scared, but that was my idea. 
Then he said. "You know, you’re an 
intelligent person. We’re having a party at 
my house. I like you. Will you come to my 
party?" I said, "No." He said, "OK, you can 
go," He said, "You don’t have to go to the 
war You didn’t think I would understand, did 
you?" 1 said, "No," 

HUSTLER: They didn’t put you in jail for 
not serving? 

BUKOWSKI: They put me in jail and held 
me until the interview. 

HUSTLER: But you never did any hard 
time? 

BUKOWSKI: Never any hard time, Seven¬ 
teen days for drunk and disorderly. You 
know, chickenshit. 

HUSTLER: You seem to be a pretty nasty 
guy. 


BUKOWSKI: I’m one of the kindest dogs in 
the universe. I'm full of kindness and good¬ 
ness. I’m a Christmas tree. 

HUSTLER: Why do you want to project this 
nasty image? 

BUKOWSKI: When I started this poetry 
game. 1 said, "You’re going to have to get an 
audience’s attention. How are you going to 
get it? By acting up as an asshole." 1 once 
beat the shit out of a china closet. I did all 
kinds of ridiculous things because I wanted 
people to say. "Wow. Bukowski is a mad¬ 
man." It was a planned attack. I thought if I 
gave them shock, maybe they’d read what 1 
really wanted to say. 

HUSTLER: Do you feel any connection 
with your audience? 

BUKOWSKI: Not really, I think that most of 
them are a bunch of damn fools. 
HUSTLER: 1 noticed that. You seem to 
have a certain amount of contempt for 
people who are impressed by your work. I 
think that indicates a certain self-hatred. 
BUKOWSKI: No, it’s not that. I get lots of 
phone calls from idiots in the middle of the 
night, and I say, "Are these my readers?" 
HUSTLER: They think they recognize a 
kindred spirit. 

BUKOWSKI: Thank you 

HUSTLER: Do you think that your writing 

will immortalize you? 

BUKOWSKI: Yeah, 1 think so, 

HUSTLER: Does that matter to you? 
BUKOWSKI: No, I’m not interested in be¬ 
ing immortal. 

HUSTLER: Not at all? 

BUKOWSKI: Not really, I don’t care. When 
I was younger, I thought it would be great to 
be immortal, like Shakespeare, but now it 
really doesn’t matter. All I want to do is be 
buried near the racetrack. 

HUSTLER: What about death? Are you 
afraid of death? 

BUKOWSKI: No, I’m not afraid of death. All 
I’m afraid of is a long sickness where you 
have to sit on the bedpan and a nurse 
comes and pinches your ass. That long, 
slow trip toward it is what’s hairy. Death 
itself is OK, but that long, slow trip; I want to 
avoid that. 

HUSTLER: One final question. Howdoyou 
feel the ’70s will be for writers like you and 
magazines like HUSTLER? 

BUKOWSKI: I think it is definitely opening 
up. But I think now we’re turning the clock 
back. We’re going to go backward for about 
five years. I think there is going to be a 
reaction. 

HUSTLER: What makes you say that? 
BUKOWSKI: Ronald Reagan. People 
show up to lead us backwards. If you guys 
can make anything out of this, congratu¬ 
lations. I ought to fly on out to L.A. and rape 
an eight-year-old girl. First one 1 see. 
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Are you woiring anxiously ro see if Sonto loys a hof lody 
under your free for you? Maybe you'll see something you 
lilse in fhe colleaion of elves rhor mokes up December's 
HUSTLER Beaver Hunt amateur erotic photo contest. 
They’re sure to fTtake you drool in your eggnog. You might 
olso ask Santa for a comero for Otristmos so that you don't 
let the New Year go by without sending in photos of the 
lody you think would look best in o HUSTLER photo spreod. 

To enter the contest, just send o sharply focused color 
photograph—no block and white photos, please—of your 


fovorite personal model in the nude to HUSTLER Beaver 
Hunt, 40 West Gay Street, Columbus, Ohio 40215. We'd 
olso like a short personality profile of your entry. Coax her 
to be os condid as possible. We must olso hove o signed 
copy of fhe model's release that oppeors on page 117. 

If we publish your girl's picture, you will receive o $50 
contributor's fee. A Beover Hunter license will be oworded 
to oil omoteur photographers who enter the contest, ond 
your Honey hos fhe chonce to appear in o fuatre HUSTLER 
pictorial spreod—if she is judged Best Amoteur Beaver by a 
panel of degenerate HUSTLER stoffers. Should we decide 
to use the winner in o future photo layout in HUSTLER, she 
will be paid C$750-$1500) as o professionol model. So 
take her picture for Christmas—and for us. She'll thank you 
with o speciol gift. 
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(continued from page 34) 

Protecting a Sure Thing 


To understand the true dimensions of the 
scam, you’ve got to begin at the top, with the 
Vegas ownership. Vegas is Big Business, 
and its business is making money that can 
only come from the loser. Last year, Nevada 
casinos earned $1.1 billion. The notion that 
the casinos are there to risk this profit 
against your stash is simply part of the con. 
Such corporations as Hilton Hotels, which 
owns the Hilton and the Flamingo; MGM 
Corporation (the Grand); and the Howard 
Hughes Summa Corporation empire (The 
Sands, Frontier, Castaways, Landmark, 
Silver Slipper and Desert Inn hotels) along 
with people like Mitzi Stauffer Briggs of the 
Stauffer Chemical family (51 percent of 
the Tropicana) aren't into gambling any 
more than General Motors. Their corporate 
minds are set on the bottom line. Charts, 
graphs, financial reports—a sure thing. 
Your losing in Vegas is part of their sure 
thing. 

Nor is the Teamster's Central States 
Pension Fund in the gambling business— 


they’re merely wise investors. This pen¬ 
sion fund helped bankroll the Argent 
Corporation—which owns the Stardust, 
Fremont, Hacienda and Marina hotels. And 
if you don’t think the Teamsters fund is into 
protecting its $62.7 million loan, then you 
probably believe Jimmy Hoffa decided to 
disappear on his own. 

A big, steady cash flow in Vegas is also 
important to people other than major cor¬ 
porate giants and the Teamsters. In 1974 
and early 1975, Caesars World, the com¬ 
pany that owns Caesars Palace, had some 
interesting dealings with a Miami lawyer 
named Alvin Malnik and his business 
partner, one Samuel Cohen. Malnik was 
thought to be close to Mafia financial whiz 
Meyer Lansky while Cohen is an ex-con 
who had been imprisoned for skimming 
from the Flamingo. Together, they formed a 
partnership that paid Caesars World $15 
million for two "honeymoon resorts" in 
Pennsylvania. After the purchase, the pair 
turned around and leased the same 
properties back to Caesars World for $42.6 
million on a 20-year lease, and the gaming 
board stepped in to investigate. 

"We think we’ve stopped most of the old- 
style skims off the top," a board official said. 
"But the operation of the hotels is so 
co^.j^Iex we can’t stop it all, There are still 
dozens of ways that the ‘Mob' can take 
money out. And that cash flow, naturally, is 


very important to them." 

On all levels, the hotels have big in¬ 
vestments and big profits to protect. That 
means only one thing: The big rip-off has to 
go on in a sure, dependable way. Vegas 
doesn’t coin cash by letting the players walk 
away with it—at least with no more than is 
necessary to keep the lie alive that the town 
will take on all comers and some will go 
home rich. 

Vegas loves an occasional winner. The 
corporations, the obscure heavies involved 
in many of the hotels, the bosses, want just 
enough people to get "lucky" to keep the 
casino mystique alive. The house is cool 
enough to let some winners walk away from 
the table, knowing that over the course 
of time it will relentlessly claim a steady 
percentage of any player's money. Vegas 
works on the assumption that a guy who 
struts out one night a winner, will sulk out a 
loser the following night. Greed and ego 
almost always bring the suckers back to the 
action. The problem for each casino is 
simply to make sure that you return to their 
particular action and not take your play 
elsewhere. 

A New Jersey man recently won $1500 in 
three quick plays at the baccarat table at 
the MGM Grand. It was the only gambling 
he’d done. When he got to the teller's cage 
to cash in his chips, the cashier picked up a 
phone and called upstairs before changing 
the chips. 

"What’s your name, please?" the cashier 
asked him. 

"Why do you want to know?" the man 
asked, thinking the information might be for 
tax purposes. 

"It’s just house policy, sir. Could you tell 
me your name, please?" 

"No, I don’t want to," the man said. "Just 
cash me in." 

The woman explained this over the 
phone and, looking dismayed, hung up, She 
cashed in the chips and the man left. Later 
the boss of another casino explained why 
the MGM would trouble to ask the name on 
what seemed to be a small win. 

"Nothing’s small," he said. "If they had 
got this guy’s name, they would have laid a 
free room and all compliments of the house 
on him, He would have been a free guest. 
He was walking out with their money and 
they wanted another shot at it." 

The casinos almost always press hard to 
get that shot. About a year ago, for instance, 
a Sands hotel guest won $480,000 at the 
blackjack table, the biggest haul ever from 
that casino. A few months later, after much 
coaxing and cajoling by the hotel, the man 
flew in and played blackjack again while the 
casino brass hovered and sweated. They 
could have relaxed. Playing seven hands 
at a clip, at $2000 a hand, the sucker 
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quickly lost back the money to the casino. 

It happens that way all the time. The 
casinos expect it. It's their life’s blood. In 
fact, the edge so favors the house that only 
a few people ever win, and then rarely with 
consistency. If you ever figure out how to 
beat the house, you’ll see the underbelly of 
the monster and discover that Vegas is 
ruthless, greedy and unwilling to play by its 
own rules. Some people have found that out 
the tough way. 

Losing as a Winner 

Dave Sklansky is a 28-year-old mathe¬ 
matician who dropped out of the University 
of Pennsylvania to play cards, He went to 
Vegas and ended up playing blackjack. He 
won. As a result, he is now barred from 
several casinos, Photos of him have been 
circulated among pit bosses and security 
personnel. To the casinos, he is a thief, a 
scumbag of the lowest order. His offense is 
that he knows how to beat them. 

Stanley Roberts, a Los Angeles promoter, 
also plays blackjack. He won at blackjack at 
Caesars Palace and the Hilton. In both 
places, guys in expensive suits with tense 
faces walked up to him and said, crisply, 
‘'You can’t play here anymore.” Roberts left 
without a fuss. He had no choice. 

Sklansky, Roberts and scores of others 
have begun to challenge the Vegas way. In 
gambler’s parlance, Sklansky and Roberts 
are known as “card-counters”—blackjack 
players who keep a mental count of the 
cards already turned and bet heavily when 
the deck is in their favor. By doing so they 
are driving Vegas out of its collective mind 
and exposing an ugly reality about Suck- 
ersville; You’re not really allowed to beat the 
house. 

The application of a logical, clear 
mathematical approach—counting—to the 
blackjack tables is blowing the casino 
system that was established to ensure the 
house wins. By wagering strongly when the 
cards favor them, and not so heavily when 
the cards favor the house, Sklansky, 
Roberts and other counters acquire the 
betting edge throughout the whole game. 
An edge the house believes it owns by 
divine right. As Sklansky puts it, "As a 
mathematician I knowthatwhentheedgeis 
against you it's the same thing as being 
cheated. The whole concept of playing at a 
casino for entertainment is ridiculous. 
They’re just stealing money. So if we turn it 
around and beat them at their own game 
and then get banned... well, this is 
horseshit.” 

Only a relativehandfulofthemillionswho 
play blackjack are counters. And a good 
counter who puts in long hours atthetables 
can win $150,000 a year, but few counters 
are thought to be that good or that diligent. 


Nevertheless, counters who are draining 
one or two million bucks of the casinos’ fat 
profits a year are enough to freak out the 
gambling establishment. No sucker is sup¬ 
posed to beat them. 

Keeping Track of the Edge 

Card counting in blackjack actually got 
its start back in 1962, when a mathematics 
professor named Dr. Edward O. Thorp, then 
at New Mexico State University, and now 
at the University of California at Irvine, 
published a book called Beat the Dealer. 
Thorp’s book contains a number of com¬ 
puter readouts on the probabilities of one’s 
drawing various blackjack hands. And the 
charts reveal that the casinos actually 
miscalculated when they established the 
blackjack rules. By following a basic strat¬ 
egy on when to stand and when to hit, a 
player can stay nearly even with the house. 
By going further and keeping track of the 
cards already dealt, a player can actually 
beat the house. 

Thorp's system is complex and difficult to 
learn, but it opened the door for others. In 
recent years, there has been a flood of 
systems. And all are based on the same 
premise: At times, the undealt portion of the 
deck will be “rich” in the player’s favor. A 
deck is rich whenever it contains a 
predominance of tens and other high value 
(picture) cards. Under these conditions, the 
computer studies show, it’s wise to in¬ 
crease your bet. When the point value of the 
dealer’s two cards is less than 17, he must 
take another card while you can stand pat 
on your hand. With the deck heavy in high 
cards, chances are he’ll draw more than 21. 
A losing hand. 

The secret to winning is knowing when 
the deck is rich. By “counting” the cards 
already dealt, it’s possible, and it’s not 
necessary to memorize every card to pull 
it off. 

One of the more popular counting sys¬ 
tems was developed by Lawrence Revere 
and later reworked in computer studies 
carried out by Julian H. Braun, an IBM 
engineer Revere is a small, 60ish, wiry, 
intense man who alternates a few weeks in 
Vegas—where he teaches his system for a 
fee—with a few weeks traveling the globe. 
One of the half-dozen finest blackjack 
players on the planet, he has been banned 
from Vegas casinos since 1968 but struck it 
rich playing his system at other casinos 
around the world. His book. Playing Black¬ 
jack as a Business, is one of the better 
sellers of the breed. 

For beginners, Revere uses a simple 
plus-or-minus approach. As the player 
watches the cards go out, he assigns a 
minus-one value to each of the low- 
numbered cards dealt and a plus-one to 
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each of the higher-numbered cards. When 
there are more pluses than minuses out, the 
deck is in the player’s favor and he should 
increase his bet. 

Another system is simply keeping track of 
the number of ten-point cards dealt out and 
the number of aces-through-nines. The 
ratio between the two indicates how "rich” 
the deck is... hence how to bet. 

Cutting Off the Counters 

When the various blackjack systems first 
appeared, the casinos were overwhelmed. 
"It was like walking into the backyard and 
picking leaves off a tree,” recalls one 
hugely successful card-counter But then 
Vegas made the game harder. For a while 
the casinos kept an extra dealer at each 
table to shuffle up after each hand, Irate 
players, including the noncounters, quickly 
forced a halt to this practice. Then many 
casinos began dealing out of a "shoe,” a 
device that held four decks or more. The 
card-counters simply adjusted their play 
and kept right on winning. The casinos were 
forced to get tough. 

Kenneth S, Liston's experiences show 
how far the casinos now go. 

Uston is 40-years-old, a graduate of Har¬ 
vard Business School and something of 
a computer whiz. He likes action: gambling, 
women, jazz. He wasn’t getting enough 
action as executive vice-president of the 
Pacific Coast Stock Exchange, so he began 
dabbling in Vegas. Three years ago a friend 
turned him on to Revere’s Advanced Point 
Count Strategy. Intrigued, Uston ran some 
statistics of his own through a computer, 
amending Revere’s system a bit to suit 
himself. He practiced hard, eventually 
learning to "count a deck down"—judge the 
point value of an entire deck—in just 20 
seconds. 

One night in February 1975, Uston was 
playing blackjack at the Sands, his first shot 
at that casino, He lost $5000 in a short time. 
He wasn’t worried, though. He knew from 
experience that there are wide swings in 
counting but that the system works if you 
bet your budget and don’t panic. Uston’s 
budget was large enough to take the loss in 
stride. 

However, Uston rather foolishly began 
"spreading" his bets—making significantly 
larger bets when he thought the deck was in 
his favor-a sure way for a counter to tip a 
casino to his presence. "I was spreading 
pretty drastically," Uston recalled. "I was 
being ignored, and I had a feeling they 
weren't watching me. The pit boss hadn’t 
come over to watch me, and the dealer 
wasn’t shuffling up after every few hands. 
But they have a very elaborate surveillance 
and video-tape system. A person can be 
watched even if the pit boss isn’t looking.” 


Whether Uston was spotted by hidden 
cameras, as he suspects—the Sands has 
no comment on the Ken Uston affair—or 
whether the dealer flashed a sign to his 
supervisor, the end result was the same. 
The shift boss, Herb Nunez, materialized at 
the table. 

"We don't want your action,” Nunez said. 
"Pick up your chips and get out of here." 

"OK," Uston said. "I don’t have to play 
here, i’ll go to the Dunes.” 

The remark turned out to be a mistake. 

Uston crossed the street to the Dunes, 
where he checked in and deposited 
$45,000 in the cage as his stash. Then he 
decided to take a break for a couple of 
hours and went out. He returned at 4 A.M. 
As he reached the lobby, two big security 
guards pounced on him. 

The guards hustled Uston to his room 
and forced him to pack his bags. Reading 
from a card, they warned him never to walk 
into the hotel again. If he did, they said, he’d 
be arrested immediately and charged with 
trespassing. 

The guards then hustled Uston to the 
security office, frisked and photographed 
him, and again warned him he’d be dealt 
with severely if he ever returned. Hotel 
personnel peppered him with personal 
questions. Then Uston was escorted to the 
cage for his money and finally hurried out to 
the street. 

Shaken, Uston split Vegas for a while. 
Only later did he learn that the Sands had 
informed Griffin Investigations, Inc. that it 
had ousted him as a counter. The Griffin 
agency then apparently tipped off the 
Dunes. Still later, Uston discovered that 
Griffin, the major security firm in town, kept 
something called the "brown book" for the 
casinos. The book consisted of photo¬ 
graphs and descriptions of known card- 
counters and "cheats," making no distinc¬ 
tion between the two. A listing in the brown 
book is the next worst thing in Vegas to a 
listing in the "black book’’—an assem¬ 
blage of mafiosi and other bad guys banned 
from Vegas by the Nevada Gambling 
Control Board. 

Oblivious to his new brown book notorie¬ 
ty, Uston returned to Vegas a few weeks 
later. As he sat down at the Holiday Inn 
Casino, a security officer approached and 
told him to leave. His action wasn’t wanted, 
the man said. Uston split. 

In June 1975, Uston was in the Flamingo. 
He was merely standing near the tables, 
watching a blackjack game, when two 
armed security guards came over "Mr 
Uston,” the guard sergeant said, "you have 
to leave." 

"But I’m just watching," Uston replied. 

"I'm sorry. You can’t stay here." 

(continued on page 112) 
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PUSSY, my little hummer 
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ways Babette can please 
you. Stock #5102. Wifh 
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gina $59.95 
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(continued from page 109) 


Arguing, Uston asked to see the man¬ 
ager. The guards refused and whipped out 
their "you-are-trespassing-and-subject-to- 
arrest” cards. The sergeant read it to Uston, 
“Now get your ass out of here,’’ he said. 
Uston did. 

That same month he was playing at the 
Marina hotel when he was again spotted 
and told to leave. And before that, while at 
the MGM Grand, the casino manager 
moseyed over and said, real friendly for a 
change, “Hey, Ken, you can’t play black¬ 
jack here.’’ Uston had no choice but to pick 
up his chips. 

Pissed by all this, Uston has filed suits 
against seven hotels that have evicted him, 
asking a total of $58 million in damages. “If 
you don't have any skill, they love you, ply 
you with drinks. If you have any skill, they 
throw you out,’’ he protests. In the past year, 
more than 50 other card-counters have 
asked the American Civil Liberties Union to 
go to bat for them, claiming they, too, have 
been ousted from various casinos. The 


ACLU thinks the constitutional law in this 
area is unclear and has so far refused. But 
Uston’s attorneys, Dennis T. Gary of San 
Francisco and John A. Greenman of Vegas, 
are pushing ahead with Uston’s challenge. 

The casinos are citing a Nevada law that 
says they are required to ban from their 
casinos and hotels any individual “whose 
presence... may be inimical to the interests 
of the state.” In the past, this has been 
applied to Mob figures listed in the black 
book by the Gaming Control Board. But the 
gambling establishments have interpreted 
this to mean they can ban anyone they 
consider a detriment to their operations. 
Uston’s attorneys are arguing that as 
places of public accommodation, the ban 
violates the federal Civil. Rights Act. 

While Uston’s suits have Vegas on the 
defensive, an underground war of sorts still 
goes on between card-counters and the 
casinos. 

On their side, the card-counters are 
learning to wear disguises and to limit the 
spread of their bets in ways that won’t 
attract attention. In response, at least one 
casino has hired a former card-counter to 
help the house men spot these players. In 
other casinos, surveillance by hidden cam¬ 
eras has been stepped up. 

When a pit boss or manager spots a 
counter, he will usually do one of two things: 
Either kick him out immediately—“You just 


86 him,” said one manager, “just walk up 
and tell him to take his business else¬ 
where”—or harass the player until he 
leaves on his own. 

Harassment takes several forms. Some 
bosses come over in a group and stare. The 
dealer may be ordered to shuffle up after 
each hand, an act that makes it impossible 
to count. And some of the more ignorant 
bosses may try to psych out a player with 
cheap little tricks. 

“The bosses are so paranoid, they think 
anyone who’s winning is a counter,” says 
the dealer at the Stardust. “They don’t know 
better, so they'll come over and have you 
change the guy's chips from red to green 
ones. They think it’ll upset him and he’ll start 
losing. Or they want you to deliberately 
bend the cards and change the deck. Or 
they’ll keep changing the dealer. This may 
upset people who are just on a winning 
streak, but if a guy is a counter, what the hell 
is all this going to do?” 

Amid all this frenzy, the average players 
have not gone unscathed. They, too, are 
being harassed. One recent evening at 
Caesars Palace, a man sat down to play 
and began spreading his bets widely. On 
some hands he bet $50; on others he laid 
$500. He was asked to leave. 

Infuriated, the man hurried over to the 
housephones to call the Caesars’ office. As 
it turned out, he not only wasn^t a counter, 
he was also a relative of one of the owners. 

“You get incidents like this because you 
have such inept personnel in Las Vegas,” 
a veteran and highly successful card- 
counter explained. “They have a lot of 
people standing out there wearing suits 
who would have trouble getting a job driving 
a taxi. So what happens is the pit boss goes 
to his supervisor and says, ‘We’ve got a 
counter.’ He thinks that makes him points. 
The supervisor then goes to the casino 
manager and says, ‘We've got a counter.’ 
So he gets points. They’re chasing away a 
lot of business.” 

Although hard evidence is scant, there 
are reports now that some casinos are so 
distressed at being taken at their own 
sucker’s game that they are reverting to 
some very old-fashioned techniques—like 
beatings and other harassment. In the past, 
dealers suspected of cheating were either 
marked or driven a couple of hundred miles 
out into the desert and left to rot. To the 
casinos, card-counting is akin to cheating. 

“I’ve heard stories about people being 
harassed and beaten,” Sklansky said. “But 
I don’t know any names, and it hasn’t 
happened to me.” Several other card- 
counters said they had heard much the 
same thing, but none could cite specifics. 

But in Rouge et Noir, a gambling news¬ 
letter published in Glen Head, New York, 
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FAIRYTALES 


'OJR MOTHERNEVERTDLD’iDU! 





GOLDILOCKS, CINDERELLA AND 
—FULLY ILLUSTRATED! 


THE EROTIC ADVENTURES OF 
JACK AND THE BEANSTALK 


If you’re nostalgic for the innocent 
days of childhood, if you yearn for 
those happy hours spent listening 
to fairy tales in the nursery—THEN 
THIS BOOK IS NOT FOR YOU! A 
NAUGHTY TREASURY OF CLAS¬ 
SIC FAIRY TALES contains ab¬ 
solutely nothing you ever heard 
at your mother’s knee—unless your 
mother was Xaviera Hollander. 

Watching Cinderella win Prince 
Charming away from her ugly sis¬ 
ters illustrates that the most im¬ 
portant fit for a good love life is 
NOT in glass slippers. The notorious 
illustrator. Rod Q. M’Curk brings 
the nubile, blond Goldilocks to life 
as you could not imagine her in your 
wettest dreams, proving that a girl 
who can swallow that Three Bears 
story can swallow literally any¬ 
thing! 

NOTHING is left to the imagina¬ 
tion as little Jack, hung like Secre¬ 


tariat, EARNS a handful of magic 
beans from a voluptuous gypsy 
woman, then climbs the beanstalk 
to find a giant’s wife who has some 
original uses for a tiny young man 
when she is feeling lonely. And the 
giant’s return involves Jack in sexual 
predicaments surpassing even your 
wildest sexual fantasies. 

The heroines are soft, moist and 
highly desirable; the heroes are 
strong and willing; the giants are 
. . . well, GIGANTIC ...and the 
result is either the funniest dirty 
book or the dirtiest funny book 
you’ve ever read! 

CLASSIC FAIRY TALES is sure to 
become an instant erotic classic, and 
it can be yours for just $9.95 plus 
50c postage and handling. And if the 
book, for any reason, doesn’t 
EXCEED your expectations, simply 
return it within ten days for your 
money back IN FULL. 


P H, SALES 
2 PARK PLACE 

BRONXVILLE, N.Y 10708 Ml' 12 

Please rush me_copies ot A NAUGHTY TRKASURV 

OF CLASSIC FAIRY TALES, 1 understand that if for any 
reason I don't find it everything you claim, I ma\ return 
it for a FULL REFUND. I enclose $9,95 plus 50c postage and 
handling for each copy. 


SORRY, NO C O D, 


N 


NAME 


ADDRESS 


CITY 


STATE 


ZIP 
















a Vegas “insider” is quoted in the May 10, 
1976 issue: “Some of the casinos are 
resorting to threats of physical violence 
using the services of an ‘enforcer’ to whom 
you [the editor, Walter Tyminski] refer. The 
situation is explosive because the enforcer 
is also an employee of a major Strip casino. 

“You must appreciate the fact that the 
industry is particularly upset by the full-time 
card-counters who reside in the area. We 
consider such players to be a plague on the 
industry.... But such individuals aren’t 
scared off by legal action. They do under¬ 
stand physical threats, and the 'enforce¬ 
ment’ approach has been successful in 
running some counters out of town. I don’t 
agree with the ‘enforcer’ approach, but it 
does work.” 

“As a matter of fact, business losses are 
an argument that many counters are using 
against the casinos, and it takes time and 
hard work to learn to do that well,” Roberts 
says. “And as it turns out, the business is 
self-liquidating because anyone who can 
count can be anything. And therefore the 
casinos have even less to fear from the 
counters because once they get 100 grand 
to 150 grand, they quit.” 

Roberts himself is a case in point. After 
winning in Vegas, he wrote a book about it 
(How to Win at Weekend Blackjack) and 
went into the publishing business. His 
company. Scientific Research Services, 


now markets a number of gambling publi¬ 
cations, is starting a magazine devoted to 
the subject, organizing tours from California 
to Vegas, and teaching classes in card¬ 
counting. Roberts is too busy getting rich at 
all this to play much cards. Many other 
counters have gone the same route. 

“The whole thing is ridiculous,” Roberts 
says of the casino madness, pointing out 
that it was publicity about card-counting 
successes that made blackjack so popular 
a game. “They should take on all comers 
like they say. That’s what it should be. It 
should be thought of like a smorgasbord 
restaurant. You put out the food. Some 
people will eat a lot and make pigs of 
themselves, but they’ll be more than 
compensated for by the majority of people 
who eat far less then it costs to feed them.” 

The premise is fine. But Roberts ignores 
how deeply ingrained the “sucker" mentali¬ 
ty is in Vegas. It’s their game. They own it. 
Don’t come knocking on their door and ex¬ 
pect to win. 

What do the casinos have to say about all 
this? 

“We have no comment at all,” said a 
spokesman for the Dunes. 

“We’re not going to comment,” said a 
spokesman for the Sands. 

“We’ve got nothing to say about this,” 
said a spokesman for the MGM Grand. 

And so on.^ 


SEX PLAY 

(continued from page 21) 
be, they are already last year’s fashion. The 
latest thing is “mood” panties. Conceived in 
the wake of the mood ring fad, mood panties 
sport a heart over the crotch that changes 
color in accordance with the wearer’s rising 
passion—the colors blue, green, brown and 
black can mean, respectively, sexy, playful, 
cuddly and frigid. The innovative undies are 
being sold by (who else?) Frederick’s, 
Perhaps the best indicator of the widen¬ 
ing popularity of such sexy lingerie is its 
emergence aboveground. All the major 
manufacturers of ladies' underwear are 
now styling their products primarily with sex 
appeal in mind, as evidenced by the lurid 
lingerie ads one sees nowadays. Whether 
or not this trend will continue remains to be 
seen. Given the unpredictability of fashion, 
the manufacturers could very well return to 
their original priority: foundation. Straps and 
clasps more complex than anything con¬ 
fronted during the ’50s may be waiting for us 
next season. Some men, like Kevin, would 
no doubt welcome the revival. As for me, my 
clumsy fingers tremble at the thought. 

* * * 

Below is a list of companies dealing in 
dainty underthings. Write to them for infor¬ 
mation about retail outlets carrying their 
products. 

Frederick’s of Hollywood 
6610 Hollywood Boulevard 
Hollywood, California 90028 
Catalog free with purchase, or $2 for 11 
issues (one year). $3 for two years. 

Janet Reger Limited 
2 Beauchamp Place 
London, England SW3 

Renee Manufacturing 
49 West 33rd Street 
New York, New York 10001 

Scintilla, Inc. 

4802 N. Broadway W-7 
Chicago, Illinois 60640 
Catalog free 

Candypants: 

Great Western Limited 
Department V9 
2 Old Bedford Road 
Bedford, New Hampshire 03102 

Leasure Time Products 
P. O. Box 2206 
Columbus, Ohio 43216 ^ 
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IMPORTED SEX DEVICES 

Get the most out of your sex play with these sensuous aids from all over the world. 


The German Caress Vibrator — Made of the softest, most pliable 
rubber plastic with a ciinging touch that keeps even the hardest to 
please fraulein in throes of ecstasy. Includes 2 AA batteries. 

#5501 Textured, flesh color $24.00 #5503 Titted, flesh color $24.00 

#5502 Textured, black $24.00 #5504 Titled, black $24.00 

The Russian Rectal Aid — fust what your basic Baltic anus craves, yet 
will fit into any anus the world over. Slips over any standard 7” vibrator. 
#5505 $12.95 

The Vienna Vaginal Aid — The ladies of Vienna hum a new tune when 
this Vienna sausage is introduced to “tender'" areas. Slips over any 


standard 7" vibrator. #5506 $12.95 

The Caracan Contour T Vibrator — Will give you everything our 
domestic vibrators will, plus a little more... left or right of center. Uses 
2 AA batteries. #5507 $14.95 

The Vofidoo Vibra Cock Ring — You can almost hear the jungle drums 
driving you to even headier delights. Uses 2 AA batteries. #5508 $14.95 

The Danish Dual Vibrator — Who says you can't have the best at both 
ends? Nobody, actually, but now you can gel it alt with this double- 
barreled delight. Uses 2 C batteries. #5509 $9.95 


Send lo: 

LEASURE TIME PRODUCTS 
P. O. Box 22% 

Columbos, Ohio 

PLEASE PRINT: ' 21 YEARS OF ACE OR OLDER 

NAME 
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CITY_STATE_ZIP_ 

Enclosed is my □ Check □ Money Order (cash not accepted), 
or charge to my □ BA □ MC 

_ /_ _ 

Credit Card No. • Interbank No. (MC only) 

_ /_ _ 

Signature Expiration Date 


1276 

Date_ 

Please allow up to 
4 weeks for delivery 


ORDER NOW BY PHONE — USE OUR TOLL-FREE HOTLINE! 
Call 1-800-848-9107 (in Ohio call 1-800-282-9216) 
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GUIDE TO VD 

(continued from page 82) 

There are no typical chancres. They 
differ with every infected person and can be 
as small as a pinhead or as large as the tip 
of the thumb. But what doctors call the 
classic chancre, when fully developed, is 
about as big as the tip of your little finger. It 
looks as if a circular piece of flesh had been 
hollowed out of the surface of the cock, the 
lips of the vagina, the mouth, the nipple, etc., 
exposing raw meat. The rim of the chancre 
is hard and slightly raised. There is no pus, 
but pressure will sometimes force out a 
fluid, which, under the microscope, reveals 
crawling active spirochetes. 

In a month or so, the chancre heals, even 
without treatment. If the chancre is small or 
hidden, perhaps inside the vagina, the in¬ 
fected person may not realize that there 
is anything wrong. The spirochetes con¬ 
tinue to multiply and destroy healthy tissue. 

After a period of approximately six weeks, 
the skin may erupt in a rash. Many times the 
rash covers the entire body, but it can be 
relatively limited. The rash usually doesn’t 
itch or irritate, so an infected person could 
ignore it and fail to seek treatment, The rash 
is called mucous patches when it appears 
on the tender membranes of the mouth, 
throat, genitals and the rectum. Mucous 
patches, each about one-half inch in 
diameter, start as flat, red areas of broken 
skin. Suddenly, they change to gray, ul¬ 
cerated sores, moist circles of dead flesh. 
Also in this stage of syphilis, hair may fall 
out, making the scalp and eyebrows look 
moth-eaten. A scabby rash may cover the 
palms of the hands and the soles of the feet. 
The list of possible symptoms goes on— 
repulsively. 

It may take several weeks, but all this 
will clear up even though left untreated be¬ 
cause your system has its own natural an¬ 
tibodies to counteract almost any disease, 
This is also true with syphilis. For two-thirds 
of those infected, these antibodies will keep 
the spirochetes permanently neutralized. 
Within a year, most of these people are no 
longer contagious, and there is little further 
damage to their systems. 

The catch is that you can never know for 
sure that you’re in that "safe” two-thirds 
because if you’re not, in a year, five years, 
20 years, the protective antibodies will 
begin to lose the battle. The destruction will 
resume, and the disease will take its toll. 

Eighty percent of the losers will die 
from cardiovascular complications, the spi¬ 
rochetes having torn up the valves of the 
heart or aorta. Syphilis may invade the cen¬ 
tral nervous system and will cause ex¬ 


cruciating pain, loss of coordination and 
reflexes and finally paralysis. Sometimes 
the disease invades the brain, causing it to 
shrivel away from the skull and degenerate. 
The person slowly but progressively loses 
his mind—the terminal victim becomes a 
quivering, drooling, incontinent lunatic. 

Adding to the horror, a few victims of 
syphilis in its final stage develop gummata, 
soft, rubbery tumors resembling scar tissue 
that mar the surface of the skin and internal 
organs. Slowly, the cellular structure breaks 
down as if you were being eaten away. If 
you survive long enough, you might see 
your nose ooze off your face. 

All this pain and suffering are totally 
unnecessary. If the disease is detected in 
its early stages, a simple injection of 
penicillin can effect a cure within a week 
or two. Penicillin arrests the progress of 
syphilis even in the late stages, although 
parts of the body may be beyond repair 

Pregnant women, if they don’t receive 
treatment, can pass the disease on to their 
unborn children (congenital syphilis). If the 
disease is detected and treated early, one 
injection can save them both. If you are 
allergic to penicillin, another antibiotic can 
be substituted, 

Cure does not mean immunity. Once all 


the spirochetes are killed, you can become 
infected again by another contact with the 
disease. The condom provides some small 
protection, but because the disease can be 
transferred from so many different parts of 
the body, rubbers are hardly adequate. The 
Pill doesn’t protect a woman frohn anything 
but pregnancy. 

Remember, if you are sexually active, you 
should go for a regular VD checkup. Many 
cases are detected and treated as a result 
of the efforts of doctors and public health 
officials. The earlier the disease is detected, 
the less chance it has to spread. A sexually 
enlightened population helps its sick mem¬ 
bers; it should not try to scare or punish 
them. 

TROPICAL VENEREAL DISEASE 

This category includes chancroid, 
lymphogranuloma venereum (LGV), and 
granuloma inguinale. These three diseases 
have almost disappeared in America today. 

Chancroid begins with a syphilislike 
chancre on the genitals, only it is soft, 
painful and pus-filled. It swells and oozes, 
creating new sores in a cluster around the 
first infected area. In rare cases, large runny 
ulcerations may spread to other parts of the 
body, especially the mouth and breasts. 


Beaver Hunters, here is the model release you must send us with your 
entry in HUSTLER'S amateur photo contest (see page 101). Models 
should be shown totally nude. Faces must be visible in photos. Novelty 
photos wilt be considered. Mail to: HUSTLER, Beaver Hunters Contest, 40 
V^est Gay Street, Columbus, Ohio 43215. 


HUSTLER BEAVER HUNTER 
MODEL RELEASE 


Model’s Name , 
Address- 


Photographer: 


Send prize to:D Model 
□ Other_ 


Phone 


I hereby give HUSTLER Magazine, its successors and 
assigns, and those acting under its permission or upon its 
authority, permission to copyright and/or publish any 
photographs, ol myself with or without using my name and to 
make changes in or additions to such photographs or 


portraits, in such manner as shgll seem proper to their use. 
Furthermore, I understand that editorial matter will accom¬ 
pany these photographs. I certify that I am of full age and am 
possessed of full legal capacity to execute the foregoing 
authorization. 


Model’s Legal Signature; . 


MINOR: The person photographed is a minor. My signature grants my permission (or the minor to be 
photographed and the photographs may be used as stated above. 


Parent or Legal Guardian: 


MODELS PERSONAL INFORMATION FOR BIOGRAPHY: 
Age_Occupation- 


Hobbies . 


Sexual Fantasies . 
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The lymph nodes in the area of the sores 
can also become infected by the bacteria 
present and develop into abscesses. A ten- 
to 14-day treatment with tetracycline usu¬ 
ally clears up the disorder. 

LGV is caused by bacteria. A blister 
forms on the genitals. It breaks, ulcerates 
and heals without scarring, but the lymph 
nodes in the groin area become infected 
and swell and fill with pus. Theskin over the 
nodes can only stretch so much, then it 
bursts open and the foul-smelling pus 
oozes out. Since the drainage of the lymph 
glands is blocked, elephantiasis of the 
genitals may occur—balls as large as 
oranges, pussy lips heavy and distended. 
Sometimes scarring will seal the asshole, 
which makes shitting impossible until 
surgery is performed. LGV responds very 
slowly to treatment with tetracycline and 
some other antibiotics. 

Granuloma inguinale remains the least 
prevalent of the tropical venereal diseases. 
A small, beefy, red ulcer appears in the 
genital area. It usually doesn't hurt, so 
victims often fail to seek treatment. As the 
disease progresses, more of these ulcers 
break the skin; they rarely heal on their own. 
A foul smell and intense pain develop. If it is 
not treated, granuloma inguinale can ac¬ 
tually eat away the genitals and surround¬ 


ing area. Again, antibiotics usually clear up 
the disease if the victim will just get medical 
attention. 

VENEREAL WARTS 

Venereal warts are similar to virus-in¬ 
duced warts on any other part of the body; 
tor instance, seed warts on the finger. 

They look like cauliflower on the surface, 
white, hard and rough to the touch on dry 
skin. In moist areas, they are reddish, and 
the moisture seems to stimulate their 
growth. Individuals can contract the infec¬ 
tion from a sex partner who has no sign of 
venereal warts. If they are small enough, 
they can be easily removed by the surface 
application of an ointment prescribed by a 
physician (don't try rubbing Compound W 
on your cock, or you could do some real 
damage). Larger warts have to be surgically 
removed. 

Venereal warts pose very little danger 
to adults, beyond some cases of gross 
disfigurement—like a holiday wreath of 
cauliflower around the head of your cock or 
a vagina so crowded with clusters of warts 
that it interferes with giving birth. 

PRESCRIPTION 

If you still can’t decide whether the hole 
in the side of your prick is syphilis or 


chancroid, whether the mess dripping all 
over your Jockey shorts is gonorrhea or 
NSU, it really doesn’t make a goddamn bit of 
difference. The point is that VD exists. It is 
disease, not crime. You can have venereal 
disease without even knowing it, so get a 
checkup. If you are infected, take the 
responsibility of telling your lover(s) and 
make sure that you both receive treatment. 
If you suspect that you might have been 
exposed, or if you have any genital symp¬ 
toms, go to your local VD clinic for a free 
checkup—or to your doctor. But don’t allow 
a bunch of frightened hysterics to involve 
you in their overreaction to a few microor¬ 
ganisms that happened to wander into your 
relationship with another person. 

The very same people who refuse to 
recognize that VD exists also claim that 
readers of sexually explicit material will 
become maniacal sex perverts. And these 
same people will still tell children that 
masturbation will cause insanity, blindness 
and hairy palms. They claim that making 
love is an animalistic function, exclusively 
for the propagation of the species—and is 
not for pleasure. 

These misconceptions of one of the most 
basic aspects of human ;l]fe must be 
corrected in order to free the minds and 
bodies of mankind—and to. Bh'rvg. venereal 
disease under control. Intense' and com¬ 
plete sex education is imperative if we are 
to protect our children and ourselves. 

However, just being informed of the 
dangers of VD is not enough; sexual at¬ 
titudes must change, too. The guilt that 
now surrounds so much of sex has to be 
removed. If we free ourselves from this guilt 
about sex, then there’s a good chance that 
we will be free from guilt about sexually 
transmitted diseases—a huge step toward 
early treatment and control of VD. 

Don’t be denied your sovereign right to 
sexual freedom and sex education. Those 
conservative attitudes that have promoted 
the scourge of venereal disease will allow 
millions more to suffer through ignorance 
and shame. 

If you can make love, you can get VD, and 
you can infect a lot of other people. If you 
don't want to catch a venereal disease, and 
you’d rather not stop screwing altogether, 
you'd better start helping to control VD. 

If you are unable to find the location of your 
local public health clinic or venereal dis¬ 
ease clinic, there is a national hotline for this 
information. Call: 

Operation Venus 
1213,.©!.oyer Street 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 19107 
800-523-1885 (outside Pennsylvania) 
800-462-4966 (in Pennsylvania)^ 



118 


HUSTLER 


































^»i0« * * 



A nifty little package 
from “Doc” Johnson... 
this new LOVE KIT contains 
the magic ingredients 
for a thousand and one 
nights of ecstasy: 

• Fruit-Flavored Lubricant 
• Jungle Love (24 capsules) 

• 7-Inch Vibrator 

• Squirmy Rooter 
• Hand Vibrator 

• Batteries 

• Vitamin E (100 capsules) 


MAKES AN 
IDEAL GIFT 

STOCK NO. 1616 

$2995 

Plus $2.00 for 
Postage & Handling 


LOVE KIT #1617 
includes: 

Jungle Love 
German tickler 
Mini-vibrator 
Fruit-flavored lubricant 
#1617 $11.95 


LOVE KIT #1616 
includes: 

Fruit-flavored lubricant 
Prolonging ointment 
Jungle Love (24 capsules) 
Stimulator sleeve 
7Hnch vibrator 
#1618 $19.95 


w 4 



EXPRESS ORDERING... 
24-hour toll-free service. 
Order now by calling our 
pleasant operators at 
1-800-848-9107. (In Ohio, 
call: l-eOO-282-9216.) 


lecture lime l^ioducrs Iz 

O. Box 2206 • Cotumbui, Ohio 43216 P 


□ «1616 @ S29.95 each 

□ #1617 @ $11.95 each 

□ #1618 @ $19.95 each 


PLEASE PRINT 
NAME 































Aclwise& Consent 

(continued fronn page 10) 
written two letters to him asking where this device 
might be obtained and offered to pay whatever 
his office fee might be. He has never answered, 
my letters. I am desperate. Can you help me? Is 
this device for real and where can I get it? 

B. K. 

Los Angeles, California 

The device Reuben described is called a trans¬ 
cutaneous nerve stimulator. A low-volt, pulsed 
current is sent through electrodes that are 
attached to the skin. The nerve stimulator's 
purpose is to relieve pain, and there is no definite 
evidence available that it will produce an 
erection. The device is available only with a 
physician’s prescription, so contact your doctor 
and see if he feels it will be able to help you. Since 
many physical therapy departments use it, ask 
him If it is possible for you to make an appoint¬ 
ment to see if It will work for you. If it does, the 
stimulator is available through any large hospital 
or medical equipment company for approximate¬ 
ly $315. 

A second device that has been developed 
recently, with a high degree of success, is the 
inflatable penile prosthesis. The components are 
implanted in the body: two plastic tubes in the 
penis, a pump in the scrotum, a reservoir of saline 
(salt) solution under the abdominal muscles. This 
system works by hydraulics: Pressure on the 
pump in the scrotum causes the fluid in the 


stomach reservoir to enter the tubes in the penis 
and results in an erection. The equipment is 
devised so that accidental loss of erection does 
not occur. The fluid that creafes the hard-on 
remains in the penis until the pump is released. 
The prosthesis causes no discomfort and is not 
noticeable. You can get a brochure from the 
manufacturer: American Medical Systems, 3312 
Gorham Avenue, Minneapolis, Minnesota 55426. 
The system costs about $1200, plus surgeon’s 
Zees. 

Also, you might consult with the Spinal Cord 
Injury Service, Rancho Los Amigos Hospital, 
Downey, California 90242, which has programs 
specifically geared to people with injuries such 
as yours. Downey is also the home of the 
Association for Sexual Adjustment in Disability, 
P. O. Box 3579, Downey, California 90242. 


The problem that my wife and I have is truly 
different. It started when we got married. Our 
honeymoon night was the first time we fucked, 
and I was surprised at the size of her cunt. It was 
like fucking a jar of jelly, loose and sloppy. But 
through the years I learned to live with it. She had 
two kids, and our family doctor wanted to tighten 
her up, but she refused because she wanted to 
stay natural. 

A few months ago, I caught her masturbating 
with a large dildo, She cried, but we talked. One 
day, while reading an article on female masturba¬ 
tion and eating a banana, she got the urge to try 
it with the banana and derived a great deal of 
pleasure from it. Now our sex life has changed. 


One night, we took a shower together, then we 
played “69” until we both had orgasms. Once in 
the bedroom with her “toys,” she sucked eagerly 
on my cock as I played with her big, juicy cunt. 
When I inserted an ear of sweet corn, she was 
pleasure-ridden, but the minute I inserted a 
cucumber, she went wild. My wife could take on 
those studs with huge cocks you read about 
without blinking an eye, so I worry that she’ll go 
out and find a big-cocked guy for pleasure. What 
do you think? 

E. J, 

Wapakoneta, Ohio 

If your wife hasn't gone out looking for big cock in 
the past, why should she now? You are capable 
of giving her the pleasure she desires, so don’t 
worry about it. It seems that you two have dis¬ 
covered the way to satisfy yourselves. However, 
when using vegetables, be sure your wife 
douches after you play. This will help eliminate 
the possibility of vaginal irritations caused by the 
insecticides that are used to spray crops. 


While viewing the beautiful pussies of your 
lovely girls, I was reminded of the recent adver¬ 
tisements for feminine deodorants. My girlfriend 
firmly stands behind those crappy ads. Her 
natural odor is precisely what turns me on. I don’t 
mean an unclean pussy, of course, but I find it 
ridiculous that women actually believe they need 
perfume or deodorants to make their pussies 
more palatable. The odor of a wet, hot pussy is a 
natural turn-on. Why do women use these 
vaginal sprays? 

A. W. 

Rochester, Minnesota 

Women use these sprays because someone 
came up with a gimmick and promoted it. The 
only deodorant a pussy needs is soap and water. 
The natural smell of a pussy is a turn-on that 
should not be covered up. In fact, using these 
"feminine hygiene sprays" is medically unsafe. 
While not directly related to cancer, these sprays 
can cover up pathologically caused odors from 
an unsuspected tumor of the uterus or cervix. 
These "deodorants" have caused vaginal infec¬ 
tions, allergic reactions, burns, dermatitis of the 
thighs, swelling, itching, inflammation and urinary 
tract infections. Your girlfriend is wasting her 
money and inviting trouble. Tell her you want her 
to be natural. 


My wife and I are very happy and have a good 
sex life. We fuck once or twice a day and love 
every minute of it, We plan to start a family soon. 
But while my wife is pregnant, I’m afraid that I will 
have to go elsewhere to satisfy my sexual needs, 
I love my wife, and there is no one I want to go out 
with, but I can’t see going all that time without 
getting laid, What should I do? 

J. B. 

Des Moines, Iowa 

As long as your wife’s pregnancy is normal and 
uncomplicated, there is absolutely no reason 
why you cannot engage in regular intercourse. In 
fact, studies have shown that women in the first 
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three months of pregnancy maintain their usual 
sexual interest, and in the next three months 
there is an increase in erotic feelings. Only during 
the last three months does a woman lose some of 
her sexual interest. You can keep fucking up to 
the time of labor as long as there is no pain during 
the act, no spotting or bleeding, and the fetal 
membrane is intact. During those last three 
months, consult with your physician, since fuck' 
ing during pregnancy depends somewhat on in¬ 
dividual physical condition. Avoid undue pres¬ 
sure on your wife’s abdomen and penetrating her 
too deeply. 


My girlfriend is 18 years old. She says she has 
never given head, and I have tried to get her to do 
it, but she won't. Every time I grab her hair lightly 
and put her head on my cock, she just stays there 
and doesn’t do anything. I was thinking she just 
wouldn’t tell me because she’s afraid I’ll think 
she’s a whore or something. Could you tell me if 
there's any way I can find out if she’s ever given 
head? 

R, W. 

Superior, Wisconsin 

She obviously hasn't or she’d be doing it. There is 
little reason for your girlfriend to tie about it. Very 
often a girl is leery of giving head because of 
psychological hang-ups, such as a fear that the 
cock is “dirty," or that the act is unnatural. Such 
objections can be overcome with patience and 
understanding. Take a shower together so that 
your girlfriend will be assured of cleanliness. 
Then eat her out so she can feel the sensations 
and realize that oral sex is a pleasurable 
experience. Don't force the issue because it wilt 
only turn her off. After she tries it, she'll love it. 


First, I want to say you have the greatest 
magazine. I am a female, age 17, and still a virgin. 
My boyfriend and I have tried very hard to have 
intercourse, but my hymen is very tough. I know 
that there’s such a thing as surgical removal, but 
who do I see to get this done, and will I need my 
parents’ consent? I live in Arkansas, and things 
are not the same as in the large cities. Please tell 
me all you can about it. 

V. B. 

Little Rock, Arkansas 

Although not common, a fibrous hymen will 
prevent penetration since the tissue is unusually 
thick and tough. Go to a gynecologist, and if this 
is the problem, he can surgically cut the tissue. In 
Arkansas, the age of emancipation for a woman 
is 18. However, there is a clause that states that 
any unemancipated minor of sufficient intelli¬ 
gence to comprehend a surgical procedure can 
receive medical treatment without her parents’ 
consent. A family planning clinic may be able to 
refer you to a doctor who wilt perform the surgery 
under this clause. 

Bear in mind that the nervousness and excite¬ 
ment that accompany your first sex act often 
make penetration difficult. Relax. Make sure you 
are welt lubricated, using K-Y Jetty, or Vaseline, if 
necessary. Have your man open your cunt as 
much as possible with his fingers. Even though 


there may be discomfort, try not to contract your 
muscles, keep them slack. When you finally feel 
your boyfriend inside you, it will compensate for 
the wait. 


I'm a married man in my mid-50s. My sex life 
with my wife of over 20 years has never been very 
satisfying. We fuck about twice a week. I’ve tried 
to introduce her to oral and anal sex in very 
gentle, loving ways, but she says it is unnatural 
and won't try it. I love my wife in spite of her 
uptight ways, and naturally I won’t force the issue. 

My wife does not ever caress me, touch me 
intimately, or even put her arms around me while 
having sex. It's been this way for so many years 
that I don’t remember if she ever did make love to 
me. She has left all the activity and foreplay up to 
me. She insists on keeping her pajama top on 
when we have sex, which is very annoying and 
frustrating. Usually, you hear stories where the 
guy rolls off and falls asleep, or gets dressed and 
leaves. Well, after we have sex, my wife gets up 
immediately, douches, and doesn't come back to 
bed. Believe me, this hurts me. I get the feeling 
she’s just servicing me because of an obligation. 
After sex with a woman, I would love to hold her, 
kiss her, and talk like lovers do. 

I’ve tried in the past to sit down and talk to her 
about sex and try to find out what her block is. She 
would become upset and walk away from me. 
I’ve also asked her to tell me what pleases her the 
most and to tell me if there is anything she would 
want me to do sexually, but I never get an answer. 
Frankly, I don’t talk about it—or even bother to 


ask anymore—because I’ve finally given up. 

Once in a while I go out and have sex outside 
the house, but I don't like to do that because of 
VD. This woman won’t even look at your maga¬ 
zine. What gives with her? I guess everyone has 
some kind of cross to bear, and this is mine. 

J. M. 

New York, New York 

Your wife’s lack of sexual interest, or frigidity, is 
probably the result of psychological factors since 
you don’t mention any physical disabilities. If she 
feels resentful or upset about your overall marital 
relationship, she may demonstrate this by her 
coldness. Some women associate emotional 
problems of guilt, fear and shame with the sex 
act. Unfortunately, many women in our culture 
(particularly your wife’s age group) are taught 
from childhood that sex is “dirty" and “degrad¬ 
ing." Even with the sanction of marriage, this atti¬ 
tude is likely to prevail. If she cannot avoid sex al¬ 
together, she can avoid it as much as possible by 
refusing to participate. Your wife could be afraid 
of physical pain, pregnancy or your condemna¬ 
tion if she lets herself go sexually. Any of these 
factors, or a combination of them, could be in¬ 
fluencing your wife. 

Since you have been married 20 years, it is 
unlikely that your wife will change—particularly if 
she does not want to. However, you have years of 
sexual capability to look forward to, and it would 
be a shame to waste them. Find a woman you like 
and you trust to be your lover. Such a relationship 
will alleviate your fear of venereal disease and 
provide the sexual fulfillment you desire. 
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GREM. but 1V£ gotta 

FIMO HARRV A JOB 
interview, HE'D BE A 
FAB FUCK,BUTNOW 

, MV Busy pussy pays 
for ou r patfs._, 


HOA/£Y, 1 

IT'S HARRY. 
SHALL! LET 
THE HANDSOME 
L bum in? J 


Mid-Rher- 

NOON IN THE 
WHOREHOUSE 
AND THE 
ACTION IS 
SLOW. 



GEE. HONEY, 
you ALWAYS 
HAVE THESE 
SEYY ROOMMATES 
AROUND HERE. 

/HAKES ME 
WANNA SCREW.i 





OR A WHOLE 
i LOT OF ^ 

l^OOKY^ 


WHY'D YA OMIT ^ 
PULLING MY PMDf 


MV HANDSOME,/i<Y/V^K/^ 
LOVER CAN HAVE ALL i 
HE WANTS... LIKE / 
, A BIG KISS,__— 


WOOOBO)^f 


URfUfffCHr 
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I HOPE HE MAKES ] 
IT. HE SURE TURNS 
ME ON WITH THAT 

handsome mug 

AND FAT COCKy 
\ BUT A GIRL HAS , 
1 TO TAKE A STAND 

somewhere. 


WONET, WHT DON*t~ 

YOU COME Along/ 
roTHE audition; 

you CAN GIVE 
ME SOME TIPS , 

ON THE FUCKlNfi, 
SCENE. 


liV/r/COACH YO^ 

IN FUCHt/UC*! 

I JUST MAKE SURE 
YOUR HORNY 
CUNT DOESN'T 
WINK AT THE 
CAMERA. 



SORRY, LADIES,the 
TESTS ARE OFF. , 


J OH, HONEY, 

DO SOMETHING 
I THIS WAS MY 
L BIG CHANCE,, 


I I'VE GOT AN IDEA. 
HURRY BACK TO THE 
HOUSE AND GET ALL 
I THE PIECES OF MY 

1 i^Arfj9-ffPOJ9rrA/r' 


IMR. RICHCOCK'S NURSE 
'OUn - AND WORSE- 
TOOK HIS ENEMA BAG' 

1 MR. RICHCOCK IS J 
i TOTALLY DEFLATED' / 


HEY, LADY, \ 
WHAT ARE 1 

you — 1 

MR. 

R/C/fCOC/efi 


OK RICHCOCK, 
I'M YOUR NURSE 
NOW. ROLL OVER, 
BABY, IT'S TIME 
^ TO FILL 'ER UP. 


lEAT IT, PUNK.' LEAVE Y 
US ALONE'/K'FVtVytV? \ 
r LOVE IT.' SQUEEZE 1 
THE BAG SOME MORE' 
^ CRAM IT»// IN' > 
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AUffffif—HA. 


I'D LOV£ TO 

CRAM IT , 

.all in./ 


COC/tfK'Z 


BABV, 
HOW you FILL 


RAM IT in! 

RAM IT IN! k 


PULL n 

OUff 

Pi/U // 

oi/rf 


OVAW...NURSt 
... I'M FILLED. 


help; j 
HELPf U 
HELP] ^ 

HFLP/ 


^ ON UN... 1 FORGET 

EVERVTHIN& WHEN 
r GET A STIFF j 
L YOUNG COCK^ 


NAKD£A... NAAPen 

... ON, ves. JUN/oir, 

LIKE THAT/ LIKE ' 
THAH ^ 


J'M FULtD 
lAFf J CANT 
take ANY... 
ANYMORE. 


I'MSEEING 
STARS./ OM... 
M'M READY 


TO 


GONNA \ 
EXPLODE./ 
[OH, LADY, , 
HERE I J 
i^l/Af/ i 


OU/a/^/D-D-P 

DE-OE-DB-DE 
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T he WHOLE ROOM SEEMS 
TO EXPLODE AS ALL 
three COArt£ TOGETHER. 
CUM AND WATER AND 

SHIT are blasting 

EVERYWHERE. 





My dear nurse, 

THAT WAS THE 
BEST I EVER HAD' 

r achieved a 
record gallonage 
the movie is 

■ _ON AGAIN' . 


I WANT MY ’ 
RIEND, CORA, 
TO STAR 

broi/va// 


THEN YOU CAN 
DO YOUR NURS 
A FAVOR. 



friend? 

friend? 

NO, NO. 
... 'iOU I 
WILL BE I 
MY STAR. A 


' I SEE IT now; 

HOA/£YHOOHSF 

V£SP%RomfA 


J'LL BE InV 

oeepbrowiAi, 

I ALL right. V . 
WHO'S GOING \.. ' 
TO MIND 1-3 
1 THE STORE? 
iTHOSe CUNTS t - 
\ WILL STEAL Pj 
\ ME BLINDJ*;? 


WHAT 1 
THE HELL'l 
IT MIGHT] 

lbe fun. i 



ffONgy. COME 
QUICK. THERE'S 
A NEW COP 
AT THE POOR 
— AND HE'S 
asking for 


A COP?! 
//OlY I 


you/ 



HI, HONEYr~> 
SWEETTHIGHS, 
DON'T YOU 
RECOGNIZE 
i ME? i 


IT'S meTT?^ 

mppy./ 


I finally' 

GOT A 

JOB/i 


merr: ho uy wood/ /s hohcy's cuut jusr 

MJOTHBR FK£TTy FACe'f 
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MAIL-ORDER FEEDBACK 


This column will help simplify the ordering of 
maii’order erotica. We will review any mail¬ 
order sex products, including those adver¬ 
tised in HUSTLER, not to endorse them but 
to let you know what you’ll actually receive 
when you order them. We’ll also inform cus¬ 
tomers of how to effectively deal with mail¬ 
order firms and alert readers to frauds and 
faulty products. 

Companies that wouid iike to have their 
products reviewed in this column are invited 
to send sampie merchandise and information 
to Mail-Order Feedback (Product Review), 
HUSTLER Magazine, 40 West Gay Street, 
Coiumbus, Ohio 43215. 


Edited by Steve Haniey 


BIOFEEDBACK MACHINE 

If you're one of those suspicious guys who’s 
never sure his wife, girlfriend or baby-sitter isn't 
faking orgasm, you might be able to use the 
Biofeedback Machine. It’s a battery-operated 
instrument that resembles an HO railroad 
transformer and painlessly measures bodily 
responses to stimuli via electrodes taped to the 
user's fingers or toes. The machine emits a static 
Geiger-counter sound that changes to a high- 
pitched whine as the user's level of excitement 
increases—until, at the point of orgasm, it shrieks 
iike a finger-fucked banshee. 

I anticipated problems in getting a chick to lash 
herself up to an orgasmic lie detector, so I passed 
the assignment of product-testing the Biofeed¬ 
back Machine to a married HUSTLER editor, who 
shall remain nameless. He reported that, as 
advertised, the machine did indeed match his 
wife's climactic screams. 

Another staffer, who used the machine during 
an extended period of time, said he found it highly 
accurate in every instance, not only as a meter of 
his chick's arousal but as a tool for seduction. 
After convincing a chick to take a "lie detector" 
test, he’d ask if the two of them could get it on. A 
no-no on her lips was overruled by a yes-yes in 
the machine’s high-pitched whine. 

The Biofeedback Machine costs $55, plus $1 
for shipping, from Biofeedback Instrument Co., 
255 West 98th St., New York, New York 10025. 
Phil Brotman at Biofeedback is an electronics nut 
with a genuine interest in his product, and we 
consider him to be a safe seller 

WET SATIN 

Zap Comix made underground erotic fupnies a 
national pastime in the late '60s. Since then, the 
field has been dominated by men. In most of 
these books, women have served as little more 
than semen receptacles—to the delight of male 
chauvinists everywhere. Now,v'vomen have dealt 
the industry a kick in the nuts with Wet Satin: 
Women’s Erotic Fantasies, a book that not only 
focuses on women but is produced by female 
artists and writers. 

Published at 75C a copy by Kitchen Sink En¬ 
terprises, a division of Krupp Comic Works, Inc,, 
P O. Box 7, Princeton, Wisconsin 54968, Wet 


Satin showcases a variety of styles and points of 
view. As indicated by its title, the idea of the book 
is to get the juices flowing in readers' crotches by 
exploring, mocking and, in some cases, dispel¬ 
ling myths about women’s sexual role in society. 

At times, Wet Satin's illustrations and story 
ideas are right on target, but on the whole the 
book is distinctly not up to par with the rest of the 
field. Ain’t Life Grand? and Rawhide Revenge are 
stories that most closely follow the styles of 
underground erotic work we've seen before. 



while Flight or Fancy and The Cock Pit take a 
more surrealistic approach, both in art and story 
lines. The traditional underground coupling of 
sex and dope is handled in NoseFuck, and the 
book looks at the taboo of menstrual cunnilingus 
in A Mature Relationship. 

The erotic content of the book remains high 
throughout, however, and publisher Denis Kitch¬ 
en told us it's the first book in Krupp’s seven-year 
history that their Midwestern printer has refused 
to print, 

FEEDBACK LETTERS 
If you have any problems with the service 
you receive from any maii-orcfer advertisers, 
inciuding those in HUSTLER, write us a ietter 
so we can aiert other readers to possibie rip- 
offs. Include the firm’s name, address and 
ail pertinent facts about the incident. We’ii 
contact the firm and check it out. If you have 
dealt with a good, reiiabie company, we want 
to know that, too. Address your letters to: 
Mail-Order Feedback, HUSTLER Magazine. 

The American International Film Festival, 210 
Fifth Avenue, New York, New York 10010, has 
taken my cherry. 1 received an ad in the mail from 
them, offering films that the company claimed 
were winners of the ‘'International Pornographic 
Film Festival,” held in Hamburg, Germany. The 
ad said all movies were in color and super 8mm. I 
ordered 13 films but only received two. One was 
in black and white, the other was nothing more 
than a collection of clips from several movies— 
supposedly the "Festival” winners and not the 
titles I ordered. Neither movie was super 8mm, 
and both were shitty. 


Perhaps some other HUSTLER readers can 
benefit from my experience with this rip-off outfit, 
while I release my ankles and stand back up. 

D, D. 

Richland, Washington 

We forwarded your complaint—afong with quite 
a few similar tetters from other readers—to 
American International Film Festival. The com¬ 
pany notified us that it reshipped orders or 
refunded the money on “most" of the complaints. 
We remain skeptical, and we would appreciate 
comments from customers as to whether this 
company really did make good on its orders. 


In November 1975,1 received an ad in the mail 
from Universal Publications, Inc., Box 129 
Church Street Station, New York, New York 
10008. Their descriptions of the movies they 
were offering sounded good, so I ordered one, I 
hadn’t received my order by February 1976, so I 
wrote them, asking for either the film or my money 
back. They replied that they no longer had the 
movie I ordered, but 1 could order anything I 
wanted from their next circular. 1 did so in April. 
It’s been a year now, and I still haven’t gotten my 
order. 1 conclude that I’ve been ripped off. 

J. S, 

Minneapolis, Minnesota 

We sent a tetter to Universal Publications, Inc. 
inquiring about your problem. The tetter was 
returned marked “Box Closed," so it appears 
Universal has skipped with your bread. We 
suggest you contact both the postal authorities 
and the U. S. Attorney's office about this matter. 


I ordered The Devil in Miss Jones and Deep 
Throat from American Film Hits in Madison, 
Wisconsin, in February 1976, but never received 
them. After I sent two letters of inquiry to the 
company, they said they were preparing to ship 
my order. I still haven't received the movies, nor 
have I received an answer to a third letter I wrote 
them. I checked and found that my postal money 
order for $200 had been cashed. I am quite upset, 
to say the least. Please help me find out what’s 
going on. 

G. C. 

St. Louis, Missouri 

We contacted American Film Hits in July, when 
we first heard about customers having trouble 
with the firm. Film Hits claimed that the problems 
originated with the previous owners and that 
everything would be straightened out under the 
new management. Since then, however, so many 
readers have complained about not getting their 
orders, or about receiving the wrong films, that 
HUSTLER will no longer print American Film Hits’ 
advertisements. We have forwarded all com¬ 
plaints to the company with a strong demand for 
action. If you don’t hear anything from them 
soon, we suggest that you contact the postal 
authorities. ^ 
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MAIL- ORDER MANIA 


OVER 500^% 

RARE SEX-DRENCHED 

* UttcensoredSc 
Uiwetouehed incl. 

EXPUCITPMTOS 

HARD ACTION AT ITS RAUNCHIEST 

SEE your favorite Porno Stars in red-hot action .. . 
SEE them ticking, sicking, reaming and cuming their 
way to stardom just as they cfo in the porno flicks . . . 
SEE "Deep Throat” Linda Lovelace, Tina Russell, 
"Big” John Holmes, Jim Cassidy, "Mr. IOV 2 ” Marc 
Stevens, "Big Tit” Polly Ericson, Johnny Bowden, 
Deanna Beufonte, ... and many, many more. Actually 
performing the sex acts that made them Superstars 
of Porno! Never.again will you see so many photos of 
these famous Porno Stars in hard action. Twosomes, 
threesomes and in groups indulging in every sex act 
imaginable. Nothing left to the imagination! 

Originally $12.95 this exclusive book is available in 
limited quantities at this low price Going fast. Order 
your copy today! only $A95 You must state /ou are 
Add for postage and handling 21 years ot age or over. 

previews dept hui276 

1182 Broadway. New York, N.Y. 10001 



YOU 

CAN BUILD 

A LONGER. 

THICKER 

PENIS. 


Now you can add inches to penis 
length and thickness this fast, easy, 
natural way. Precision engineering 
has produced the VACUUM 
ENLARGER—a simple device you 
will enjoy using, as much as sex 
itself. Through regular sessions, 
you can become the stud you’ve 
wanted to be, and it feels so good! 

The new VACUUM ENLARGER 
features transverse pump action to 
create a vacuum that won't let go. 
Directions included. Order #5910. 

Major credit card holders use our 
24-hour toll-free service. Call our 
operators at 1-800-848-9107. (In 
Ohio, call: 1-800-282-9216.) Or 
send check or money order (cash 
not accepted) for $30.95, which 
includes $1 for postage and han¬ 
dling to; 

El leasurellme f)roducEs IE 


FREE 

lOO’s of HOT OFFERS vVM 
lOO's of PHOTOS 


$ 


$ SAVE MONEYS 

nn-.«<ing iIm ad n bcittr ihao Mtfiiing o! 
K *11 ihtoth»« Moll « ihtt i«agi/m*'l'’i 

. &__HANp_LJNG 


oH 


I DIVERSE INDUSTRIES-7651 HASKELL AVE.-DEPT. CVVANNUYS, CA. E 


3 


ADULTS ONLY 

FULL LENGTH 

SEX BOOKS 


I or 20 for $5.00 J 
Send $1 to cover postage & handling 
TIFFANY ENTERPRISES Dept. 2158 

6311 Yucca St., Hollywood, Calif. 90028 


GUARANTEED NOT A GIMMICK 


f 


IHHE 



unusual 

PHOTO BOOKS 

1 M2 value 


ROYCEWHLE 


A NO BULL NO GIMMICK 

INTRODUaORY OFFER! 

□ Photo-illustraied Oral Sex 
Techniques. 

□ How 10 enlarge and developre 
your penis. 

□ Illustrated techniques for 
prolonging climax 

$2 each all 3 only $4 

8311 Yucca St., Dopt. 2158 
Hollywood, CA 90028 




FREESEX 

ACTION PHOTOS 

PlusGIANT "NO BULL CATALOG" featuring the 
greatest selection of sex products, films, photos, 
books, magazines, etc. Plus a valuable FREE GIFT. 
Adults 21 or over, state your age. Just send S1 to 
cover postage & handling to; Parker Sales Co., Dept. 
HU 1 2P.O. Box 203, Forest Hills. N.Y. 11375. 



YOU’LL GETA BANG 

out of wearing these seductive teasers 


P. O. Box 2206 • Columbus, Ohio 43216 


Nude 


#87 OPEN END. No crotch 15 denier hose. 

Black or Nude. Sim 8'/z-ll. 84.95 
#440 KEEP YOUR COOL. Short, sexy liUle 
charmer. Black. S-M-L. $8.95 
#935 OPENING NIGHT. Open front bra. 

No crotch panty. Lace trimmed. Black, Red, 

S-M-L. $6.95 
#89 BARELY THERE. Separates and adds cleavage 
to your fanny. Black. S-M-L. $2.50 3 for $6.95 
#450 CAN CAN GARTER BELT—$4.95 
#350 SCANTIE PANTIES 3 for $4.95 
#99 HOLE IN ONE. Sheer nylon with daring 
cut out. Black. Red, Nude, Blue. S-M-L. 

$2.95-^ for $7.95 

#105 PIGALE SATIN HALF BRA $5.95 
#250 MONMARTRE SATIN GARTER BELT 
with 6 garter belts $5.95 

#28 SINARA, SHOULDER LENGTH GLOVES $8.95 
#26 BLACK DIAMOND OPERA HOSE $5.95 
ORDER ABOVE 4 ITEMS AS SET 
AND SAVE #FS SET $25.00 




Mail Orders to LILI ST. CYR Dept, 21 58 
7471 Melrose Awe. Holtywood.Ca. 90046 

Please rush me the following items. I have enclosed 
□ Check □ Cash Q Money Order for FULL amount. 
(SORRY — NO C.O.D.'S.) 


HOW 

MANY 


(XKOR CHOICE 
SIYll^ Sl/E FIRST SECOND PRICE 


Bust _ 

Cup Sue Hip_Waal 

Name __ _ -- 

Address__ 

Criy_Slate _ 

Calif, res. add 6% tax 


lOIAl 
. Height . 


^•P 
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♦ * 


(fThat's right! Your name is worth $5 to us . , , so we’l 
send you absolutely FREE an explicit ^ imported 
DANISH magazine, plus our $1 sex gorged action 
packed catalog, plus a valuable surprise gift! 

Positively no gimmicks • Must be 21 to order 
Send $2 to cover postage and handling to: 

FREE DEAL, Dept. 2t58 
6311 Yucca, Hollywood, CA 90028 


Blt5llfi51lfiaifiall|i51l[i5ll[igll[igllfiall[iall|i511iBllia 


11 

1 

1 


FROM THE LAND 
OF TNE ACUPUNCTURE 
, MIRACLE 

Oms<?ng! 


CAPSULES 


Ginseng-the unique Oriental herb! Used 
by wise men of the Orient for 5,000 years ^ 
once paying $1,000 a pound for it! They 
brew it like tea, or swallow it like a vitamin 
capsule. Some call it the ‘life root.’ Today, 
movie stars, celebrities, athletes-they're 
all trying Ginseng capsules! Just ask your 
doctor and you'll know what the excite¬ 
ment is for! 

NOW AVAILABLE HERE! ^ 

SUPER GINSENG BRAND capsules are the 
real thing! IMPORTED! Available only from 
us! Guaranteed! Order direct and save BIG! 

Starter Size-$3.95! 

50 Capsules-$5.95! 

100-810.50! 200-818.50! 


Send check or cash to: 

SUPER GINSENG, Dept 2158 
7471 Melrose Ave.Xos Angeles, CA 900 46 

THE PISSERSI" 


Hustler, June '76 on Water Cr Power 



From the publishers of Water & Power: 
A complete line-up of films, books, 
photo sets, magazines and tapes by the 
pioneer in water sports and enema 
productsi Have a taste today: 

Regular 8mm color films: 

□ Reform School Enema 
□ Tortured Sfavegirl 
$30 each/$55 for two 

Unique, exciting magazines: 

□ Wafer £t Power □ Waterworks 
$6 each/$11 for two 


Monthly news bulletin: 

□ fnema//ot//ne/$20yr. □ Sample/$2 
P Complete catalog/$2 (free with order) 



ROXBURY PRESS, Dept. H 
256 So. Robertson Btvd. 
Beverly Hills, CA 90211 




Tutril Hnclo^ucl .5._ 

No C O 0 , Pk.ise 

CluM-k MO. __ 

Rush niv" Mirror Imayy mirror^ v/' $1405 piuis $1.50 p&h lo. 

namt? 


Mirror Imagt.' 

8 E, l^rospecl Aue Dept , I 11 ’ 1 2 
Ml Ven-noR, New York 10550 


address 


state 


MIRROR YOUR CEILING 

First Time Ever Offered At Only $14.95! 


YOUR FANTASIES COME TRUE! 

Vou can finally do it T This fabulous mirror Jike material will fit any ceiling and 
attaches with simple tabs (not one tool necessary), and can be removed in moments 
effortlessly. You can both enjoy reflections you've only dreamed of. The ultimate 
luxury item finally available at our incredible price of $14 95! Lightweight and 
flexible enough to come rolled in its own carrying tube. Full body viewing in this 
large 54''x40" surface. Completely safe and shatterproof. Go wild doing ceiling 
and wall bedroom and den. Why not? Now you can afford it. If product does not 
arrive in perfect working order, return for a full refund of your money 
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“STEENS 


The most luscious, most writhing, young bodies ever 
exposed in magazines!! See these little sex kittens stiffen 
the manhood of their favorite young studs. THEY DO IT ALL! 
COLOR PACKED magazines. Must be over 21. State age. 

□ I magazine S4 02 for $7 Qall 3 for $9 

Send to: Yung Co., Dept. 2158 
6311 Yucca, Hollywood, CA 90028 


ALWAYS SATISFY HER! 

Rebel Rouserl a soft nippied latex ring designed to 
stimulate her to greater heights of sexual excite¬ 
ment. Rebel Rouserf.its snugly over the male organ 
and assists in 
maintaining a 
strong, longer- 
1 lasting erection. 

greater 
lovemaking plea- 

Rouser! Sale 
priced at 3 for 

S3, or 6 for $4.95. Satisfaction guaranteed or. full 
refund Send to: Adam and Eve, Dept. DHU-5 

403 Jones Ferry Rd., P.O. Box 400 
Carrboro. N.C. 27510 


UNCENSORED DEVaOPING 

Kodacolor Dev. 12Ex. $3.90, 20Ex. $5.90 
Slides Developed 20Ex. $2,50, 36Ex. $3.50 
All 8mm Movies $3. Color reprints .25 
Five Color copies & neg. of Polaroid $2. 




P.O Box 258H 


Ordi 


PAGES OF 

red-hot SEX! 


Over 301W purges crammed wuh sizzIsucking, 
screwing action! Giant g^a^^bag bargaijr! .HouTS and hours of 
pleasiirel 20 hot books — over 3000 pag.e^ onH' ^6! 

Order set GMP $6 Cash, Check, M.O. frw: 

JWN AMSLOW & ASSOC., Dept HU126 
PO Box 2369, Culver City CA 902 30 


fPor.TllUANA 

[your favorite 

?■ CARTOON 
V CHARACTERS 
IN WILDLY FUNN‘ 

St EXAGGERATED 

v^EX ACTS! 



10 FOR $5 
24 FOR $10 

ORDER NOW- 
_ _ [SUPPLY LIMITED 

COLLECTOR’S COMIX, BOX 85417, HOLLYWOOD, CA. 90072 


GROUP 

A 


CLASSICS 

200 REG. 8 ONLY 


$5n 


I DEEP THROAT Thrills $5 [ 
Features Linda Lovelace 
S #2 SMART ALEC 

Stars Candy Barr 

^#3THENUN $5n| 

Woman-Vibrator & Man : 

1 #4THE HANDY MAN $5 0 

Plumber plugs her hole 

M ALL FOUR PARTS $15D 

^^jyjjjJJISEDSlO^ 


IMPORTED AND 
DOMESTIC 

FILMS f 

HEW & UJgP , 


GROUP IMPORTED - 

B 200' REG. & SUPER 8 . 


Dept. 2158 
Tecni-Lab Box 27041 
[Hollywood, Calif. 900271 


#9 PUSSY PIRATE 

Wierd sex game 

#10 ERIKA GETS IT UP 

Woman & two guys 

#11 THE DILDO 

Little girl - Big dildo 

#12 ANIMAL ANTICS 

Woman & a horse 

ALL FOUR PARTS $15n 

^ALL FOUR USED $10n 


$5C3^ 
$5n 
$5 0 
$5 0 




#377 


#2^3 You'll love to be loved in these custom sheer panel-kinis. The best for the most 
of you. Black, White or Nude. S-M-L. $3.49 ea. 2 for $6.49. 

#208 A wild bit of jungle for the male animal! Muscle hugging design with french-legs 
to let you go ape with torrid pleasure. Jungle print. S-M-L. $2.99 ea. 2 for $5.88. 

#207 V-Dip zip-front swim & brief marvels to mix fun with male power. A must for 
a man! Black, White or Nude. S-M-L. $4.49. 2 for $8.49. 

#377.Sleek Adonis briefs that will give you sex-appeal no lover can resist. 

Built in support like never before. 40 denier. White, Blue, Peach or Gold. 

$2.99 2 for $5.88. 

#422 The “wet-look" jersey nylon briefs that cling and hug every muscle, 
regardless of size. Fabulous in Black Seal. $2.49 ea. 2 for $4.88. 

#19 A sling-shot cachette that is the briefest ever! Real man-size support for 
modeling, under your jeans or swimwear. White, Black or Nude. $2.69 ea. 

2 for $4.88. ^ 

#49 The coolest brief yet, for the masculine taste 
in almost invisible next-to-nothing 15 denier 
tricote. For the continental man. White, Black, 

Helio, Mar Green or Nude. $2.49 ea. 2 for $4.88, 

#105 Incredible design with dime-size opening 
that stretches open wide. Muscle hugging cut in 
Black, White or Nude. $4.49 ea. 2 for $8.50. 


#105 




City 


Stretch I 


Vsiblol 


Almo'* 


Sta e 


Wet-loo 


I Regency Square, Dept. 2158 
I 6311 Yucca, Hollywood, Ca. 90028 
RUSH ME ITEMS: #_ 


.Size^ 


___ . _(S-M-L) 

Add 50c post. & hdl. ea. item plus 5% sales tax. En- 

I closed is $____ 

I (PRINT NAME & ADDRESS CLEARLY ON ORDER.) 


Address _ 


10 DAY 
MONLY BACK 
GUARANTEE! 


MONOKINIS! 


“ROOM TO KEEP 
YOUR COOL IN!” 


ALL NYLON l-MINUTE WASH-DRY 


BEST BT MAIL 

Rates: Write Waffonal, Box 5, Sarasota, FI. 33578 
EXCITING Sex Films and magazines. Send $2 for 
16 page color brochure. Interworld, Box 220, 1501 
Copenhagen V> Denmark_ 

700 GIRLS waiting and wanting a man like YOU 
for friendship, romance, love and marriage. You'll 
find her in world's finest Photo Album of 700 beau¬ 
tiful girls worldwide. Only $4. Promptly air-mail. 
Royal Club, Pack F, S-182 02 Danderyd, Sweden 


SLEEP-Learning-Hypnotism! Strange catalog free! 
Autosuggestion, Box 24-H, Olympia, Wa. 98507 


Organ 



can now buy this beouHfully de¬ 
signed Hyperemiotor (organ enlarger) 
direct from the factory — shipped the 
some day we receive your order. 

This omaxing new design and 
technique has been thoroughly 
and scientifically tested, and 
proven effective and safe. 

OUR HYPEREMIATOR WILL: 

• Increase size of organ/ both diameter & 
length 

• Obtain immediate rigid erection, even though 
normal erection is difficult 

• Cause organ to be more sensitive to touch 

• Increase staying power 

• Increase desire 

30 day money back guarontee if not 
completely satisfied with our products. 
WHAT YOU RECEIVE WHEN YOU 
PLACE THIS ORDER: 


• A complete Hyperemiotor Unit with 
instructions, ready for use. 

• Plus —- a bonus offer of the only 
Magazine written obout the sub¬ 
ject, showing before and ofter pic¬ 
tures, complete history (with pic¬ 
tures) on all the known devices ond 


methods ever used for enlorging the 
mole organ. 

For this complete bargain pack¬ 
age send cosh, check or money 
order in the amount of $29.95 to: 
SAEPAS ENTERPRISES, INC. 

Past Office Box 42301 
Houston, Texas 77042 
C.O.D.'s accepted. Enclose $5.00 deposit. 


, MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 

, If for any reason you are not satis 
^ tied that our Hyperemlator does all < 
► we say, simply return for a prompt < 
-refund, no questions asked 


- ADULTS ONLY - 
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^vsatstiBsriiiTS 

Includes two packs JOB Doubte-wiae papers, white 
and strawberry, one pack JOB one • point • five; an^d 
one pack JOB wheatstraws. smgie (One sample to a 
family, please) I am enclosing $1 to cover cost, 
postage and handling. I am over 21 years of age 


Mr./Mrs./Ms. 


Address 



ADAMS APPLE 

, DIRnBITIM COBMIT , 

I 2835 N. SHEFFIELD AVE. ■ 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60657 J 

ISEXnAti 



SEX PLAY MAGAZINE • P. 0. Box 2202 • Columbus, 
Ohio 43216 


□ 1 year at $15 (U.S.) □ 1 year $18 (FOREIGN) 

□ 2 years at $28 (U.S.) o 2 years $34 (FOREIGN) 

□ 3 years at $40 (U.S.) □ 3 years $49 (FOREIGN) 

PLEASE PRINT DATE- 


NAME 


ADDRESS 

CITY STATE 

ZIP 

Enclosed is □ check □ money order, 

1276 

or charge to my □ BA □ MC: 

/ 


Credit Card No, Interbank No. (MC only) 

/ 

Signature 

Expiration Date 


CHIC 



CHIC MAGAZINE • P. O. Box 2208 • Columbus, Ohio 
43216 


□ 1 year at $18 (U.S.) □ 1 year $21 (FOREIGN) 

□ 2 years at $34 (U.S.) □ 2 years $40 (FOREIGN) 

□ 3 years at $49 (U.S.) D 3 years $58 (FOREIGN) 

PLEASE PRINT DATE _ 


NAME 


ADDRESS 

CITY STATE 

ZIP 

Enclosed is □ check □ money order, 
or charge to my □ BA o MC: 

! 

1276 

Credit Card No. Interbank No. (MC only) 

/ 

Signature 

Expiration Date 


JANUARY PREVIEW 

THE REAL OBSCENITY; WAR—HUSTLER gives you ex¬ 
clusive photographs of the “Big Picture” you never saw on TV 
screens. Government repression of vital public information is 
nothing new on the American scene. 

HUSTLER PROFILE: DAVID ALLAN COE—Caught in his 
own bullshit, this genuine badass shit-kickin’ outiaw country 
musician is piaying second fiddie in Nashviiie’s superstar 
band. By Michaei Bane 

AD PARODY—Madison Avenue has its perverted ad con¬ 
cepts thrown up in its face with these thumb-to-nose photo 
parodies of famous advertisements. By Steve Sayadian 

THE NUN’S TAiL—An American expatriate cocksman meets 
a Boston ex-nun in Greece and gets a taste of the forbidden 
fruit in HUSTLER’S January fiction. By Haroid Norse 

MAGAZiNE REViEW—HUSTLER gives its annual erotic up¬ 
date in this glossary of glossy girlie rags. By Dave Gale 

HOW TO APPROACH A HOOKER—If you’re striking out at 
singles bars, you're probably ready to cash in your savings 
bonds and to take the gash-for-cash dive, so HUSTLER’S 
January SEX PLAY gives tips on how to look before you're 
hooked. By Sam Conley 

KINKY KORNER—A reader finds that he’s hot shit at one of 
Saigon’s steam and cream parlors. 

KARYN, RAQUEL and CONSTANCE will help your new year 
come in with a bang, or you can sit back and ogle FRAN: THE 
EXHIBITIONIST, or just enjoy A PASSING FANCY. 

PLUS—Erotic voting in HUSTLER'S First Erotic Movie Poll 
and wacky weirdness in BITS & PIECES, MAIL-ORDER 
FEEDBACK, HUSTLER HUMOR, ADVISE & CONSENT, 
AMATEUR BEAVER HUNT and HONEY HOOKER. 
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